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PERSONS REPRESENTED. 

Don Pedro, Prince of Arragon, 

Tkm John, his bastard brother, 

Claudio, a young lord qf Florence, fanounie to 

Don Pedro, 
Benedick, a young lord of PaducL, favourite like" 

wise of Don Pedro, 
Leonato, governor of Messina. 
Antonio, his brother, 
Balthazar, servant to Don Pedro, 
Borachio, ) ^ „ ^ ^ 

Conradc, \ foOo^^s of Don John. 

^^"y» I two fooUsh officers, 

A Sexton, 
A Friar, 
A Boy, 

Hero, daughter to Leonato, 

Beatrice, niece to Leonato, 

Margaret, ) g^ig^jiy^yj^^ attending on Hero. 

Messengers, wUch, and attendants. 
Scene, Messina. 
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ACT I. 

SCRATE I.^BeforeLeoatkto'shouse, Enter Uo^ 
nato, Hero, Beatrice, Mid others, vith a Mes- 
senger. 

Leonaio, 

I LEARN in Ms letter, that Don Pedro of Arra- 
gon, comes this night to Messina. 

Mess, He is very near by this ; he was not three 
leagues off when I left him. 

Leon. How many gentlemen have you lost in 
this action.^ 

Mess. But few of any sort,* and none of name. 

Zjeon, A victonr is twice itself, when the achiev- 
er brings home full numbers. I find Jiere, that 
Don Pedro hath bestowed much honour on a young 
Florentine, called Claudio. 

Mess. Much deserved on his part, and equally 
remembered by Don Pedro: he hath borne him- 
self beyond Ae prcmiise of his a^e ; doin^, in the 
figure of a lamb, the feats of a lion : he hath, in- 
deed, better bettered expectation, than you must 
expect of me to tell you now. 

Ijeon. He hath an uncle here in Messma will be 
TeiT much glad of it 

Mess. I have already delivered him letters, and 
tfierc^ appears much joy in him ; even so much, 
that joy could not show itself modest enough, with 
out a txidge of bitterness. 

(t) Kind. 
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Leon, Did be break oat into tears? 

Mess, In great measure. 1 

Leon, A kind overflow of kindness : There are 
no faces truer than those that are so washed. How 
much better is it to weep at joj, than to joj at 
weeping? 

Beat, I praj you, is signior Montanto returned 
from the wan, or no.^ 

Mess. I know none of that name, lady ; there 
was none such in the army of any sort 

Leon, What is he that you ask for, niece } 

Hero, My ccMisin means signior Benedick of 
Padua. 

Mess. O, be is returned; and as pleasant as 
ever he was. 

Beat. He set up bis bills here in Messina, and 
challenged Cupid at the flight -^ and my uncle^s 
fool, reading the challenge, ffubscribed for Cupid, 
and challenged him at the bird-bolt — I pray you, 
how many faath be killed and eaten in these wars ? 
But how many hath be killed ? for, indeed, I pro- 
mised to eat all of his killing. 

L£on, Faith, m'ece, you tax signior Benedick too 
much; but he'll be meet' with you, I doubt it not 

Mess, He hath done good service, lady, in these 
wars. 

Beat, Tou had musty victual, and he hath holp 
tQ eat it : he is a very valiant trencher-man, he 
hath an excellent stomach. 

Mess. And a good soldier too, lady. 

Beat. And a good soldier to a lady ; — ^But what 
is he to a lord } 

Mess. A lord to a lord, a man to a man ; stuffed 
with all honourable virtues. 

Beat. It is so, indeed ; he is no less than a stuffed 
man :^ but for the stuffing, — Well, we are all mortal. 

Leon, Tou must not, sir, mistake my niece : there 



(1) Abundance. 
(3) Even. 



r2J At long lengths. 
(4) A cuckold. 
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is a kind of meny war betwixt ttgnior Benedick 
and her: they never meet, but there is a Hkirmish 
of wit between them. 

Btai. Alas, he ^ets nothing bj that In oar last 
conflict, Ibor <^ his fiye wits went halting od^ 
and now is the whole man governed with one : 8i> 
that if he have wit enough to keep hinuelf warm, 
let him bear it for a difie^ence between himself and 
his horse : for it is all the wealth that he hath left, 
to be known a reasonable creature. — ^Who is his 
companion now f He hath every month a new 
sworn brother. 

Mas. Is it possible .' 

Beai, Very easily possible : he wears his £uth but 
as the fashion of his hat, it ever changes with the 
next block. 1 

Mtas. I see, lady, the gentleman is not in yoor 
books. 

JSea/. No : an he were, I would bom my stody. 
But, I pray you, who is his compankm ? Is there no 
y(M2ng squarer^ now, that will make a voyage with 
him to the devil .^ 

Mtis, He is most in the company of the right 
noble Claudio. 

Btai, O Lord ! he will hang upon him like a dis- 
ease : he is sooner caught than the pestilence, and 
the taker runs preseutly mad. God help the noble 
Claudio i if he have cau^t the Beneoick, it will 
cost him a thousand pound ere he be cured. 

Mtis. 1 will hold friends with you, lady. 

BeaL Do, good friend. 

Idson, You will never run mad, niece. 

Beai, No, not till a hot Januaiy. 

Mess, Don Pedro is approached. 

"Enter Don Pedro, attended by Balthazar, and 
others, Don John, Claudio, and Benedick. 

2). Pedro. Good signior Leonato, you are come 
(1) Mould for a hat (2) Quarrelsome fellow. 
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to meet jour trouble: thefadiionof the world is to 
aYoid cost, and you encounter it 

Leon, Never came trouble to my house in the 
likeness of your grace : for trouble beii^ gone, com* 
fort should remain ; but, when you depart {rom me, 
sorrow alndes, and happiness takes his leave. 

J). Pedro, You embrace your charge^ too willing* 
ly. — I think, this is your (Uiughter. 

Leon. Her mother hath many times told me so. 

Bene. Were you in doubt, sir, that you asked her? 

Leon. Signior Benedick, no ; f(»r then were you 
a child. 

D. Pedro. You have it fiiU, Benedick : we may 
guess by this what you are, being a man. Truly, 
the lady fathers herself: — Be happy, lady ! for you 
are like an honourable father. 

Bene. IS signior Leonato be her father, she would 
not have his head on her shoulders, for all Messina, 
as like him as she is. 

Beat 1 wonder, that you will still be talking, 
signior Benedick ; no body marks you. 

Bene. What, my dear lady Disdain ! are you yet 
living f 

Beat. Is it possible, disdain should die, while 
she hath such meet food to feed it, as signior Bene- 
dick ^ Courtesy itself must convert to disdain, if 
you come in her presence. 

Bene. Then is courtesy a turn-coat : — But it is 
certain, I am loved of all ladies, only you excepted : 
and I would I could find in my heart that I had not 
a hard heart ; for, truly, I love none. 

Beat. A dear happiness to women ; they would 
else have been troubled with a pernicious suitor. I 
thank God, and my cold blooo, I am of your hu- 
mour for that ; I had rather hear my dog bark at a 
crow, than a man swear he loves me. 

Bene. God keep your ladyship still in that mind ! 
fo some gentleman or other shaU Vape a predesti- 
nate scratched face. 

(1) Trust. 



Digitized by VnOOQ IC 



Scene 1. ABOUT NOTHING. 9 

Beat. Scratching conld not make it worse, an 
'twere such a face as yours were. 

Bene. Well, you are f| rare parrot-teacher. 

Beat. A bird of my toogue, is better thau a beart 
of TOurs. 

hene. I would my horse had the speed of your 
tongue ; and ao good a coatinoer : But keep your 
way o* God's name ; I have done. 

Beat. You always end with a jade's trick; I know 
you of old. 

D. Pedro. This is the sum of all : Leonak), — 
sio^nior Claudio, and senior Benedick, — m^ dear 
friend Leonato, hath invited you all I tell hun, we 
shall stay here at the least a. month; and he 
heartily prays some occaaoa may detain us kmger : 
I dare swear he is no hypocrite, but prays from bis 
heart 

Leon, If you swear, my lord, you shall nc^ be 
forsworn. — Let me bid you welcome, my lord; 
being reconciled to the prince your brother, I owe 
you all duty. 

D. John. I thank you : I am n<A. of many words, 
but I thank you. 

JLeon. Please it your grace lead on ? 

jD. Pedro. Your hano, Leonato; we will go to 
gether. [Exeunt all but Benedick and Claudia 

Claud. Benedick, didst thou note the daughter 
of signior Leonato ^ 

Bene. I noted her not ; but I looked on her. 

Claud. Is she not a modest young lady f 

Bene. Do you questi<m me, as an honest man 
should do, for my simple true judgment; or would 
you have m e speak after my custcHn, as being a pro- 
fessed tyrant to their aex. f 

CUmd. No, I pray thee, speak in sober judg- 
ment. 

Bene. "Why, i'faith, methinks she is too low for a 
high praise, too brown for a fair praise, and too lit- 
tle for a great praise : cmly this ccmmendation I can 
af&rd her ; that were she other than she is, she wer« 
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unhandsome ; and being no other but as she is, I do 
not like her. 

Claud. Thou thinkest, I am in sport; I pray 
thee tell me truly how thou likest her? 

Bene. Would you buy her, that you inquire after 
her? 

Claud. Can the world buy such a jewel ? 

Bene. Yea, and a case to put it into. But speak 
^ou this with a sad brow f or do you play the flout- 
iiig jack ; to tell us Cupid is a good hare-nnder, and 
Vulcan a rare carpenter? Come, in what key shall 
a man take you, to go in the song ? 

Claud. In mine eye, she is the sweetest lady that 
ever I looked on. 

Bene. I can see yet without spectacles, and I see 
no such matter : there's her cousin, an she were not 
possessed with a fuiy, exceeds her as much in 
oeauty, as the first of May doth the last of Decem- 
ber. But I hope you have no intent to turn hus- ' 
band ; have you ? 

Claud. I would scarce trust myself, though I had 
sworn the contrary, if Hero would be my wife. 

Bene. Is it come to this, i*faith ? Hath not the 
world one man, but he will wear his cap with 
suspicicHi ? Shall I never see a bachelor of three- 
acote ^ain? Go to, i^aith; an thou wilt needs 
thrust thy neck into a yoke, wear the print of it, 
and sigh away Sundays. Look, Don Pedro is re- 
turned to seek you. 

JRe-enter Don Pedro. 

JD. Pedro. What secret hath held you here, that 
' you followed not to Leonato's ? 

Bene. I would, your grace would constrain me 
to tell. 

D. Pedro. I charge thee on thy allegiance. 

Bene. You hear, count Claudio: I can be secret 
as a dumb man, I would have you think so ; but on 
my allegiance, — mark you this, on my allegiance: — 
lie is in love. With vrho ? — ^now that is your grace's 
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part— Mark, how short his answer is :— With HerO| 
LeoDato*s short daughter. 

CtatuL If this were so, so were it ottered. 

Bene, like the old tale, mj lord : it is not so, nor 
'twas not so ; but, indeed, God forbid it should be sa 

Claud. If mj passion change not shortly, God 
forbid it should be otherwise. 

D. Pedro. Amen, if you lore her ; for the lady 
is very well worthy. 

Claud. You sp^ this to fetch rae in, my lord. 

D. Pedro, By my troth, I speak my thought 

Claud. And, in ^ith, my lord, I spoke mine. 

Bene. And, by my two faiths and troths, my lord, 
I spoke mine. 

Claud. That I love her, I feel. 

2>. Pedro. That she is worthy, I know. 

Bene. That I neither feel liow she should be 
loved, nor know how she should be worthy, is the 
opinion that fire cannot melt out oi me ; i will die 
in it at the stake. 

D. Pedro. Thou wast ever an obstinate heretic 
in the despite of beauty. 

Claud. And never could medntain his part, but 
in the force oi his will. 

Bene. That a vraman conceived me, I thank her; 
that she brought me up, I likewise give her most 
humble thanks: but that I will have a recheatl 
winded in my ^M^ehead, or hang my bugle^ in an 
invisible baldric,^ all women shall pardon me. Be- 
cause I will not do them the wrong to mistrust any, 
I will do myself the rirht to trust none ; and the 
fine is (for the which I may go the finer,) I will 
live a bachelor. 

D. Pedro. I diall see thee, ere I die, look pale 
with love. 

Bene. With anger, with sickness, or with hun- 
ger, my lord ; not with love : prove, that ever ! 

(1) The tune sounded to call off the dogs. 

(2) Hundng-hom. (3) Girdle. 
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lose more blood with love, than I will get a^'n 
with drinking, pick out mine eyes with a ballad- 
maker's pen, and hang me up at the door of a 
brothel-house, for the sign of blind Cupid. 

p. Pedro. Well, if ever thou dost foil from this 
faith, thou wilt prove a notable ar^ment 

Bene. If I do, hang me in a bottle like a cat, and 
shoot at me; and he tl^t hits me, let him be clap- 
ped on the Mulder, and called AdauL^ 

D. Pedro. Well, as time dhall try : 
In time the savage bull doth bear the yoke. 

Bene. The savage bull may ; but if ever the 
sensible Benedick bear it, pluck off the bull's horns, 
and set them in my forehead : and let me be vilely 
painted; and in such great letters as thev write, 
Here is good horse to hire, let them signify under 
my sign,— flcrc you may see Benedick the married 
man. 

Claud, If this should ever happen, thou would'st 
be horn-mad. 

£>. Pedro. Nay, if Cupid have not spent all his 
quiver in Venice, thou wilt quake for this shortly. 

Bene. I kx>k for an earthquake too then. 

D. Pedro. Well, you will temporize with the 
houra. In the mean time, good signior Benedick, 
repair to Leonato's ; commend me to him, and tell 
him, I will not fail him at supper ; for, indeed, he 
hath made great preparation. 

Bene. 1 have almost matter enough in me for 
such an embassage ; and so I commit you — 

Claud. To the tuitioQ of God : From my house 
(if I had it)— 

D. Pedro. The sixth of July: Your loving 
friend. Benedick. 

Bene. Nay, mock not, mock not : The bodv of 
your discourse is sometime guarded^ with frag- 
ments, and the guards are but slightly basted on 
neither : ere you flout old ends any further, examine 

(1) The name of a famous archer. (2) Trimmed 
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jonr omscieDce ; and so I leave yoa. [ExU Bene. 

Qiaud. My liege, your highness now may do roe 
good. 

2>. Pedro. My love is thine to teach ; teach it 
but how, 
And thou shalt see how apt it is to learn 
Any hard lesson that may do thee good. 

UloMd. Hath Leonato any son, mv lord f 

D. Pedro. No child but Hero, she's his only heir : 
Dost thou affect her, Claudiof 

Claud. O, my lord, 

When you went onward on this ended action, 
I looked upon her with a soldier's eye. 
That lik'd, but had a rougher task in liand 
Than to drive liking to the name of love : 
But now I am retum'd, and that war-tlxNights 
Have left their places vacant, in their rooms 
Come thronging soft and delicate desires. 
All prompting me how feir young Hero is, 
Sayinff, I lik'd her ere I went to wars. 

D. Pedro. Thou wilt be like a lover pnesently, 
And tire the hearer with a book of woms : 
If thou dost love fair Hero, cherish it ; 
And I will break with her, and with her father. 
And thou shalt have her : Was't not to this end. 
That thou b^an'st to twist so fine a story ? 

Claud. How sweedy do you minister to love. 
That know love's grief by his complexk>n ! 
But lest my liking might too sudden seem, 
I would have salv'd it with a longer treatise. 

D. Pedro. What need the brioge much broader 
than the flood? 
The fairest grant is the necessity : 
Look, what will serve, is fit : 'tis once,^ thou lov'st ; 
And I will fit thee with the remedy. 
I know, we shall have revelling to-night ; 
I will assume thy part in some disguise. 
And tell fair Hero I am Claudio ; 

(1) Once for all. 
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And in her bosom lUl unclasp my heart, 

And take her hearing prisoner with the force 

And str(»ig encounter of my amorous tale : 

Then, after, to her father will I break ; 

And, the oxiclusion is, she shall be thine : 

In practice let us put it presently. [Exeunt. 

SCEJ^E 11. — A room in Leonato's house. En- 
ter Leonato and Antonia 

Leon. How now, brother? where is mv cousin, 
your son ? Hath he provided this music r 

Ant. He is very busy about it But, brother, I 
can tell you strange news that you yet dreamed 
not of. 

Leon. Are they good ? 

Ant. As the event stamps them ; but they have 
a good cover, they show well outward. The prince 
and count Claudio, walking in a thick-pleached^ 
alley in my orchard, were thus much overheard 
by a man of mine : The prince discovered to Clau- 
dio, that he loved my niece your daughter, and 
meant to acknowledge it this night in a dance; 
and, if he found her accordant, he meant to take 
the present time by the top, and instantly break 
with you of it. 

Leon. Hath the fellow any wit, that told you this ? 

Ant. A good sharp fellow : I will send for him, 
and question him yourself. 

Leon. No, no ; we will hold it as a dream, till 
It appears itself: — ^but I will acquaint my daughter 
withal, that she may be the better prepared for an 
answer, if peradventure this be true. Go you, and 
tell her of it. [Several persons cross the stage.] 
Cousins, you know what you have to do. — O, 1 
cr^ you mercy, friend ; you go with me, and I 
will use your skill : — Good cousins, have a care 
this busy time. [Exeunt, 

(1) Thickly interwoven. 
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SCEJVE III.— Another room in Lconato's hottse. 
Enter Don John and Coarade. 

Con. What the goujere,* my lord ! why are you 
thus out of measure sad ? 

D. John. There is no measure in the occasion 
tfiat breeds it, therefore the sadness is without limit 

Con, You should hear reason. 

D. John. And when I have heard it, what 
blessing bringeth it ? 

Con, If not a present remedy, yet a patient suf- 
ferance. 

D. John. I wonder that thou being (as thoa 
say'st thou art^ bom under Saturn, goest about to 
apply a moral medicine to a mortifying mischief 
I cannot hide what I am : I must be sad when I 
have cause, and smile at no man^s jests ; eat when 
I have a stomach, and wait for no man*s leisure ; 
sleep when I am drowsy, and tend to no man's 
business ; laugh when I am merry, and claw^ no 
man in his humour. 

Con. Yea, but you must not make the full show 
of this, till Tou may do it without controlment 
You have of late stood out against your brother, 
and he hath ta'en you newly into his grace ; where 
it is impossible you should take true root, but by 
the fair weather that you make yourself: it is 
needful that you frame the season for your own 
harvest 

D. John. I had rather be a canker^ in a hedge, 
than a rose in his grace ; and it better fits my bl^>d 
to be disdained of all, than to fashion a carriage 
to rob lov« frcHn any : in this, though I cannot be 
said to be a flattering honest man, it must not be 
denied thai I am a plain-dealing villain. I am 
trusted with a muzzle, and enfranchised with a 
cl<^ I therefore I have decreed not to sin^ in my 
cage : if I had my mouth, I would Inte ; if I had 

(1) The venereal disease. 

(2) Flatter. (3) Dog-rose. 
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my liberty, I would do my liking : in the mean 
time, let me be that I am, and seek not to alter me. 

Con. Can you make no use of your discontent? 

D. John. I make all use of it, for I use it only. 
Who comes here ? What news, Borachio? 

Enter Borachio. 

Bora. I came yonder from a great supper ; the 
prince, your brother, is royally entertained by Leo- 
nato ; and I can give you intelligence of an in- 
tended marriage. 

D. John. Will it serve for any model to build 
mischief on ? What is he for a fool, that betroths 
himself to unquietness f 

Bora. Marry^, it is your brother's right hand. 

D. John. Who.'' the most exquisite Claudio.* 

Bora. Even he. 

D. John. A proper squire ! And who, and who? 
which way looks he ? 

Bora. Marry, on Hero, the daughter and heir 
of Leonato. 

D. John. A very forward March chick ! How 
came you to this ? * 

Bora. Being entertained for a perfumer, as I 
was smoking a musty room, comes me the prince 
and Claudio, hand in hand, in sad' conference : I 
whipt me behind the arras; and there heard it 
agreed upon, that the prince should woo Hero for 
himself, and having obtained her, give her to count 
Claudio. 

D. John. Come, come, let us thither ; this may 

Erove food to my displeasure : that young start-up 
ath all the glory of my overthrow ; if I can cross 
him any way, I bless myself every way : You are 
both sure, and will assist me ? 
Con. To the death, my lord. 
D. John. Let us to the great supper; their 
cheer is the greater, that I am subdued : 'Would 

(1) Serious. 
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the cook were of my mind I — Shall we go proi* 
wbat*8 to be done f 
Bora. We'll wait upon your lordahip. [Exeunt 

ACT n. 

SCEJ^E l.-^A hall in Lconato'a house. EnUr 
Leonato, Antonio, Hero, Beatrice, and oihen. 

Leon. Was not count John here at supper? 

^nt. I saw him not 

Beat. How tartly that gentleman looks ! I neref 
can see him, but I am hcArt-buroed an hour after 

Hero, Heisof a very melancholy dispcsitioo. 

Beat. He were an excellent man, &at wera 
made just in the mid-way between him and Bene- 
dick: the one is too like an image, and says 
nothing; and the other, too like my lady's eldest 
son, e?ernKwe tattling. 

Leon. Then half signior Benedick's toi^ue in 
count John'^ mouth, and half count John's melan- 
choly in sipiior Benedick's face, — 

Beat. With a good leg, and a good foot, uncle, 
and money enou^ in bis purse, such a man would 
win any woman m the world,— if he could get her 
good will. 

Leon. By my troth, niece, thou wilt never gel 
thee a husband, if thou be so shrewd of thy tongue. 

Ant In faith, she is too curst. 

Beat. Too curst is more than curst : I shall les- 
sen God's sending that way : for it is said, God 
sends a curst cow shorthorns; but to a cow too 
curst he sends none. 

Leon. So, by bemg too curst, God will send you 
DO horns. 

Beat. Just, if he send me no husband ; for the 
which blessing, I am at him upon my knees every 
morning and evening: Lord! I could not endure 

VOL. II. B 
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a husband with a beard cm bis face ; I had rather 
lie in the woollen. 

Leon. You may light upon a husband, that hath 
no beard. 

Beat. What should I do with him .' dress him 
in my apparel, and make him my waiting gentle- 
woman t He that hath a beard, is more dian a 
youth ; and he that hath no beard, is less than a 
man : and he that is more than a youth is not for 
me ; and he that is less than a man, I am not for 
him. Therefore, I will even take sixpence in 
earnest of the bear-herd, and lead his apes into helL 

L^o. Well then, go you into hell ? 

Betxt. No; but to the gate; and there will th« 
devil meet me, like an old cuckold, with horns on 
his head, and say. Get you to Aeavcn, Beatrice, get 
you to heaven ; here's no place for you maids : so 
deliver I up my apes, ana away to Saint Peter for 
the heavens ; he shows me where the bachelors 
sit, and there live we as merry as the day is long. 

Ant. Well, niece, [To Hera] I trust, you will 
be ruled by your father. 

Beat. Yes, faith ; it is my cousin's duty to make 
courtesy, and say. Father, as it please you: — but 

{ret for all that, cousin, let him be a handsome fel- 
ow, or else make another courtesy, and say. Fa 
ther, as it please me. 

Leon. Well, niece, I hope to see you one day 
fitted with a husband. 

Beat. Not till God make men of some other 
metal than earth. Would it not grieve a woman 
to be over-mastered with a piece oi valiant dust } 
to make an account of her nfe to a clod of way- 
ward marl ^ No, uncle, I'll none : Adam's sons 
are my brethren ; and truly, I hold it a sin to match 
in my kindred. 

Leon. Daughter, remember, what I told you : 
if the prince do solicit yon in that kind, you know 
your answer. 

Beai. The fault will be in the music, cousin, if 
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yoa be not woo'd in good time : if the prince be 
too important,! tell him, there is measure in every 
thing, and so dance out the answer. For hear me, 
Hero; wooing, wedding, and repenting, is as a 
Scotch jig, a measure, and a cinque-pace : the first 
siut is hot and hasty, like a Scotch jig, and full as 
fantastical; ttie wedding, manneriy-raodest, as a 
measure full of state and ancientry; and then 
comes repentance, and, with his bad legs, falls in- 
to the cinque-pace faster and iaster, till he sink 
into his grave. 

Jjeon. Cousin, you apprehend passing shrewdly. 

JBeat I have a good eye, uncle : I can see a 
church by day-light 

Leon. ^The revellers are entering ; brother, make 
good room. 

Enter Don Pedro, Claudio, Benedick, Balthazar ; 

Don John, Borachio, Margaret, Ursula, and 

others^ masked. 

D. Pedro. Lady, will you walk about with your 
friend ?3 

Hero. So you walk softly, and look sweetly, and 
say nothing, I am yours for the walk ; and espe- 
cially, when I walk away. 

D. Pedro, With me in your company? 

Hero. I may say so, when I please. 

D. Pedro. And when please you to say so ? 

Hero. When I like your favour : for God de- 
fend,3 the lute should be like the case ! 

D. Pedro. My visor is JPhilemon's roof ; within 
Ubit house is Jove. 

Hero, Why, then your visor should be thatch' d. 

D. Pedro. Speak low, if you ^ak love. 

[Tdkes her aside. 

Bene. Well, I would you did like me. 

Marg. So would not I, for your own sake ; fof 
I have many ill qualities. 

Bene. Which is one } 

(1) Importunate. (2) Lover. (3) Forbid. 
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Marg. I say my prayers aloud. 

Bene. I love you the better ; the hearers may 
cry Amen. 

Marg. God match me with a good dancer ! 

BaJm. Amea. 

Marg. And God keep him out of my sight, 
when the dance is done ! — Answer, clerk. 

Balth. No more words; the clerk is answered. 

Urs. I know you well enough ; you are signior 
Antonio. 

Ant. At a word, I am not 

Urs. I know you by the waggling of your head. 

Ant To tell you true, I counterfeit him. 

Urs. You could never do him so ill-well, unless 
you were the very man : Here's his dry hand up 
and down ; you are he, you are he. 

Ant. At a word, I am not 

Urs. Come, come ; do you think I do not know 
you by your excellent wit } Can virtue hide itself? 
Go to, mum, vou are he : graces will appear, and 
tiiere's an ena. 

Beai. Will you not tell me who told you so. 

Bene. No, you shall pardon me. 

Beat. Nor will you not tell me who you are ? 

Bene. Not now. 

Beai. That I was disdainful, — ^and that I had my 
good wit out of the Hundred merrjif Tales ; — Well, 
this was signior Benedick that said so. 

Bene. What's he? 

Beat. I am sure, you know him well enough. 

Bene, Not I, believe me. 

Beat, Did he never make you laugh ? 

Bens, I pray you, what is he ? 

Beat. Why, ne is the prince's jester : a very 
dull fool ; only his gift is m devising impossible' 
slanders : none but libertines delight in him ; and 
the commendation is not in his wit, but in his vil- 
lany ; for he both pleaseth men, and angers them, 

(1) Incredible. 
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and then ^hej laugh at him, and beat him : I am 
sure, he is in the fleet; I would he had boarded* me. 

Bene. When I know the gentleman, IMl tell him 
what you say. 

Beat. Do, do : heMl but break a comparison or 
two on me ; which peradventure, not marked, or 
not laughed at, strikes him into melancholy ; and 
then there^s a partridge^s wing saved, for the fool 
will eat no supper that night [Jlfun'c ictTAm.] 
We must follow the leaders. 

Bene. In every good thing. 

Beat. Nay, if tl^y lead to any ill, I will leave 
them at the next turning. 

[Dance. Then exeunt all but Don John, 
Borachio, and Claudio. 

D. John. Sure, my brother is amorous on Hero, 
and hath withdrawn her father to break with him 
about it : the ladies follow her, and but one visor 
remains. 

Bora^ And that is Claudio : I know him by his 
bearinff.2 

D. John. Are not you signbr Benedick > 

Claud. You know me well ; I am he. 

D. John. Si^nior, you are veir »iear my brother 
in his love : he is enamoured on Hero ; I pray you, 
dissuade him from her, she is no equal for nis birth : 
you may do the part of an honest man in it 

Clavid. How know you he loves her.? 

D. John. I heard him swear his a/Tection. 

Botn. So did I too; and he swore he would 
marry her to-night 

D. John. Come, let us to the banquet. 

[Exeunt Don John and Borachio. 

Claud. Thus answer I in name of Benedick, 
But hear these ill news with the ears of Claudio. — 
*Tis certain so ; — the prince woos for himself! 
Friendship is amstant in all other things. 
Save in the office and affairs of love : 

(1) Accosted. (2) Carriage, demeanour. 
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Therefore, all hearts in love use their own tongues ; 

Let eveiy ej^e negotiate for itself, 

And trust no agent ; for beautj is a witch, 

Against whose channs faith melteth into blood, l 

This is an accident of hourly proof, 

Which I mistrusted not : Farewell therefore, Hero ! 

Re-enter Benedick. 

Bene. Count Claudio ? 

Claud. Yea, the same. 

Bene. Ccxne, will you go with mc.? 

Claud. WhiOier? 

Bene. Even to the iic%.i willow, about your own 
business, count. What fashion will you wear the 
garland of? About your neck, like a usurer's 
chain ? or under your arm, like a lieutenant's scarf? 
You must wear it one waj, for the prince hath got 
your Hero. 

Claud. I wish him joy of her. 

Bene. Why, that's sooken like an honest drover ; 
60 thejr sell bulkx:ks. But did you think, the prince 
would have served you thus ? 

Claud. I pray you, leave me. 

Bene, Ho ! now you stiike like the blind man ; 
'twas the boy that stole your meat, and you'll beat 
the post 

Claud. If it will not be, I'll leave you. [Eocit. 

Bene. Alas, poor hurt fowl I Now will he creep 

into sedges. But, that my lady Beatrice should 

know me, and not know me ! The prince's fool ! 

Ha .' it may be, I go under that title, because I am 
merry.— Yea; but so; I am apt to do myself wrong :* 
I am not so reputed : it is the base, the bitter dis- 
position of Beatrice, that puts the worid into her 
person, and so gives me out Well, I'll be rc- 
renged as I may. 

(1) Passion. 
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RS'-enUr Don Pedro, Hero, and Leonato. 

D. Pedro. Now, signior, where's the count? 
Did you see him ? 

JBlme, Troth, my lord, I have played the part of 
lady Fame. I found him here as melancholy as a 
lodge in a warren ; I told him, and, I think, I told 
him true, that your grace had got the good will of 
this young lady ; and I offered him my cwnpany 
to a willow tree, either to make him a garland, at 
being forsaken, or to bind him up a rod, as being 
wormy to be whipped. 

D. Pedro. To be whipped ! What's his fault ? 

Bene. The flat transgression of a school-boy ; 
who, being overjoy'd with finding a bird's nest, 
shows it his companion, and be steals it 

D. Pedro. Wilt tlKMi make a trust a tran^^s- 
sion f The transgression is in the stealer. 

Bene. Yet it bad not been amiss, the rod had 
been made, and the garland too ; for the garland 
he might have worn himself; and the rod he might 
have bestowM on you, who, as I take it, have stolV 
his bird's neat. 

D. Pedro. I will but teach them to sing, ano 
restore them to the owner. 

Bene. If their singing answer your saying, by 
my faith, you say honestly. 

JD. Pedro. The lady Beatrice hath a quarrel to 
you; the gentleman, that danced with her, told 
D^r, she is much wronged by you. 

Bene. O, she misused me past the endurance of 
a block ; an oak, but with one green leaf on it, 
would have answered her ; my very visor began to 
assume life, and scold with her : She told me, not 
thinking I had been myself, that I was the prince's 
jester ; that I was duller than a great thaw ; hud- 
dling jest upon jest, with such impossible^ convey- 
ance, upon me, that I stood like a man at a maiK, 
with a whole army shooting at me: she speaks 

(1) Incredible. 
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poniards, and eveiy word stabs : if her breath were 
as terrible as her terminations, there were no living 
near her, she would infect to the north star. 1 
would not many her, though she were endowed 
with all that Adam had left him before he trans* 
gressed: she would have made Hercules have 
turned spit; yea, and have cleft his club to make 
the fire too. Come, talk not of her ; you shall find 
her the infernal Ate^ in eood apparel. I would to 
God, some scholar would ccmjure her; for, cer^ 
tainly, while she is here, a man may live as quiet 
in hell, as in a sanctuary ; and people sin upon 
puipose, because they would go thither; so, indeed, 
all disquiet, horror, and perturbation follow her. 
lU-enier Claudio and Beatrice. 

D. Pedro. Look, here she comes. 

Bene. Will your grace command me any service 
to the world*s end ? I will go on the shghtest errand 
now to the Antipodes, that you can £vise to send 
me on ; I will fetch you a toothpicker now from the 
farthest inch of Asia; bring you the length of Pres- 
ter John's foot; fetch you a hair off the great 
Cham's beard ; do you any embassage to the Pir* 
mies, rather than hold three words' conference wim 
this harpy : You have no employment for me ? 

D. Pedro. None, but to desire your good com* 
panv. 

Mene, O God, sir, here's a dish I love not : I can- 
i»t endure my lady Tongue. \E.xiU 

D. Pedro. Come, lady, come ; you have lost the 
heart of si?nior Benedick. 

Beat. Indeed, my lord, he lent it me a while ; and 
I gave him use? for it, a double heart for hi; single 
one : marry, once before, he won it of me with 
false dice, therefore your grace may well say, I 
have lost it. 

D. Pedro. You have put him down, lady, you 
have put him down. 

(1) The Goddess of Discord. (2) Interest. 
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Beat. So I would not he shoald do me, mj lord, 
lest I should prove the mother of fools. 1 have 
brought count Claudio, whom you sent me to seek. 

D. Pedro. Why, how now, count f wherefore 
are you sad ? 

Claud. Not sad, my lord. 

D. Pedro. How then > Sick ? 

Claud. Neither, mj lord. 

JBeat. The count is neither sad nor sick, nor 
merry, nor well: but civil, count; civil as an ij 

orange, and something of that jealous complexion. ; 

D. Pedro. I'faith, lady, I think your blazon to i | 

be true ; though I'll be sworn, if he be so, his con- * | 

ceit is &Jse. Here, Claodio, I have wooed in thy 
name, and fair Hero is w<mi ; I have broke witli her 
father, and his good will (Stained : name the day 
of marriage, and God give thee joy ! 

Leon. Count, take of me my daughter, and with j 

her my fortunes : his grace hath made the match, 
and all grace say Amen to it I 

Beat. Speak, count, 'tis your cue.^ 

Claitd. Silence is the perfectest herald of jov : I 
were but little happy, if 1 could say how much. — 
Lady, as you are mine, I am yours : I give away 
myself for you, and dote upon the exchange. 

Beat. Speak, cousin ; or if you cannot, stop his 
mouth with a kiss, and let him not speak, neither. 

D. Pedro, la faith, lady, you have a merry heart 

Beat. Yea, my lord ; I thank it, poor fool, it 
keeps on the windy side of care : — My cousin tells 
him in his ear, that he is in her heart 

Claud. And so she doth, cousin. 

Beat. Good lord, for alliance ! — Thus goes every 
one to the world but I, and I am sun-buraed ; I may 
sit in a comer, and cry, heigh ho ! for a husband. 

D. Pedro. Lady Beatrice, I will get you one. 

Beat. I would rather have one « your father's 
getting : Hath your grace ne'er a brother like you ? 

(1) Turn : a phrase 3mong the players. 
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Yoar father got excellent husbands, if a maid could 
come by them. 

D. Pedro. Will you have me, lady ? 

Beat. No, my lord, unless I might have another 
for working-days : — your grace is too costly to wear 
every day :— Buf, I bes^h your grace, pardon 
me ; I was bom to speak all mirth, and no matter. 

I>. Pedro. Your silence most offends me, and to 
be merry best beoxnes you ; for, out of question, 
you were bom in a merry hour. 

Beat. No, sure, my tord, my mother cry'd ; but 
then there was a star danced, and under that was 
I bora. — Cousins, God give you joy ! 

Leon. Niece, will you look to those things I told 
you of.** 

JSeat. I cry you mercy, uncle. — ^By your grace's 
pardon. [JSxit B^trice. 

D. Pedro. By m^ troth, a {deasant-spirited lady. 

Ijeon. There's little of the melancholy element 
in her, my lord : she is never sad, but when she 
sleeps ; and not ever sad then ; for I have heard my 
daij^hter say, she hath often dreamed of unhappi- 
ness, and waked herself with laughing. 

D. Pedro. She cannot endure to l^ar tell of a 
husband. 

I^eon. O, by no means ; she mocks all her wooers 
out of suit 

D. Pedro. She were an excellent wife for Bene- 
dick. 

Leon. O Lord, mv lord, if they were but a week 
mairied, they would talk themselves mad. 

D. Pedro. Count Claudio, when mean you to go 
to church f 

Claud. To-morrow, my lord: Time goes on 
crutches, till love have all his rites. 

Leon. Not till Monday, my dear son, which is 
hence a just seven-night ; and a time too brief too, 
to have all things answer my mind. 

D. Pedro. Come, you shake the head at so long 
a breathing; but, I warrant thee, Claudk), the 
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time shall not go duUy bj- us ; I will, in the interim, 
undertake one of Hercnles' labours ; which is, to 
bring signior B^iedick, and the lady Beatrice into 
a mountain of affection, the one with the olber. I 
would fain have it a match ; and I doubt not but 
to fashion it, if you three will but minister mch as- 
sistance as I shall give you direction. 

Leon. My lord, I am for you, though it cost me 
ten nights* watchings. 

Clavd, And I, my lord. 

Z>. Pedro. And you too, gentle Hero? 

Hero, I will do any modest office, my lord, to 
help my cousin to a good husband. 

x>. Pedro. And B^edick is not the nnhopefullest 
husband that I know : thus hi can I praise him; 
be is of a noble strain,^ of approved valour, and 
C(Nifirmed haoi&sXy. I will teach you how to hu- 
mour your cousin, that riie shall fall in love with 
Benedick : — and I, with yfwr two helps, will so 
practise on Benedick, that, in de^te (M his quick 
wit and his queasy^ stranaeh, he shall fall in love 
with Beatrice. If we can dQ this, Cupid is no 
longer an ■ archer ; his glory shall be ours, {<x we 
are the cmly love-gods. Go in with me, and I will 
tell you my diift \ExeufU. 

SCEJSTE II. — Another room tn Leonato's house. 
Border Don John and Borachio. 

D. John. It is so ; the count Claudio shall marry 
the daughter of Leonata 

Bora. Yea, my lord ; but I can cross it 

D. John. Any bar, any cross, any impediment 
will be medicinable to me : I am sick in displea- 
sure to him ; and whatsoever comes aAwart his af- 
fection, ranges evenly with mine. How canst thou 
cross this marriage ? 

Bora. Not honestly, my lord ; but so covertly 
that no dishonesty shall appear in me. 

(1) Lineage. (2) Fastidious. 
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D. John. Show me briefly how. 

Bora. I think, I told your lordship, a year since, 
how much I am in the favour of Marg;aret, the 
waiting gentlewoman to Hero. 

D. John. I remember. 

Bora. I can, at any unseascmable instant of the 
night, appoint her to look out at her lady's cham- 
ber-window. 

D. John. What life is in that, to be the death of 
this marriage ? 

Bora. The poison of that lies in you to temper. 
Go you to the prince your brother : spare not to 
tell him, that he hath wronged his honour in mar- 
rying the renowned Claudio (whose estimation do 
you mightily hold up) to a contaminated stale, such 
a one as Hero. 

D. John. What proof shall I make of that } 

Bora. Proof enough to misuse the prince, to vex 
Claudio, to undo Hero, and killLeonato : look you 
for any other issue i 

D. John. Only to despite them, I will endeavour 
any thing. ' 

Bora. Go then, find me a meet hour to draw 
Don Pedro and the count Claudio, alone : tell them, 
that you know that Hero loves me ; intend^ a kind 
of zeal both to the prince and Claudio, as — in love 
of your brother's honour who hath made this match ; 
and his friend's reputation, who is thus like to be 
cozened with the semblance of a maid, — that you 
have discovered thus. They will scarcely believe 
this without trial : offer them instances ; which 
shall bear no less likelihood, than to see me at her 
chamber-window ; hear me call Margaret, Hero ; 
hear Margaret term me Borachio ; and bring them 
to see this, the very night before the intended wed- 
ding : for, in the mean time, I will so fashion tlie 
matter, that Hero shall be absent ; and there shall 
appear such seeming truth of Hero's disloyalty, 

(1) Pretend, 
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that jealousy shall be call'd assurance, and all the 
preparation overthrown. 

JU. John, Grow this to what adverse issue it can, 
I will put it in practice : Be cunning in the work- 
ings this, and thy fee is a thousand ducats. 

Bora, Be vou constant in the accusation, and 
my cunning shall not shame me. 

D. John, I will presently go learn their day of 
marriage. [ExeunL 

SCEJ^E ///.— Leonato's Garden, Enter Bene- 
dick and a Boy. 

Bene, Boy, — 

Boi/. Signior. 

Bme. In my chamber-window lies a book ; bring 
it hither to me in the orchard. 

Soy. I am here already, sir. 

JBme. I know that; — but I would have thee 
hence, and here again. [Exit Boy.] — I do much 
wonder, that one man, seeing how much another 
man is a fool when he dedicates his behaviours to 
love, will, after he hath laughed at such shallow 
follies in others, beccwae the argument of his own 
scorn, by falling in love : and such a man is Clau- 
dia I have known, when there was no music with 
him but the drum and fife, and now had he rather 
hear the tabor and the pipe : I have known, when 
he would have walked ten mile afoot, to see a good 
armour; and now will he lie ten nights awake, 
carving the fa^ion of a new doublet He was 
wont to speak plain, and to the purpose, like an 
honest man, and a soldier ; and now is he tum*d or- 
th(^rapher ; his words are a veiy fantastical ban- 
quet, just so many strange dishes. May I be so 
converted, and see with these eyes.' I cannot tell ; 
I think not : I will not be sworn, but love may 
transform roe to an oyster ; but I'll take my oath 
on it, till he have maae an oyster of me, he shall 
never make me such a fool. One woman is fair ; 
y«t I am well : another is wise ; yet I am well • 
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another virtuous ; yet I am well : but till all graces 
be in one woman, one woman shall not come in my 

Frace. Rich she shall be, that^s certain ; wise, or 
11 none; virtuous, or I'll never cheapen her; fair, 
or Pll never look on her ; mild, or come not near 
me ; noble, or not I for an angel ; of good dis- 
course, an excellent musician, and her hair shall 
be of what colour it please- God. Ha ! the prince 
and m<msieur Love ! I will hide me in the arbour 

[JViihdraws. 

Enter Don Pedro, Lieonato, and Claudio. 
/). Pedro. Come, shall we hear this music ? 
Oatid. Yea, my good lord : — How still the 
evening is, 
As hushM on purpose to erace harmony ! 
D. Pedro, See you wnere Benedick hath hid 

himself? 
Claud. 6, very well, my lord : the music ended, 
We'll fit the kid-foxi with a penny-worth. 

Enter Baltiiiazar, toiih music, 

D. Pedro. Come, Balthazar, we'll hear that 
songa^n. * 

Balth. O good my lord, tax not so bad a voice 
To slander music any more than once. 

D. Pedro. It is the witness still of excellency. 
To put a strange face <»i his own perfection : — 
I pray thee, sing, and let me woo no more. 

Balth. Because you talk of wooing, I will sing; 
Since many aVooer doth commence his suit 
To her he thinks not worthy ; yet he wooe ; 
Yei will he swear, he loves. 

D. Pedro. Nay, pray thee, come : 

Or, if thou wilt hold longer argument. 
Do it in notes. 

Balth. Note this before my notes. 

There's not a note of mine that's worth the noting. 

(1) Young or cub-fox. 
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D. Pedro. Why, these are verj- crotchets that ba 
speaks; 
Note, note, forsooth, and noting ! [Jflfusic, 

Bene. Now, Divine air! now is his soul rariah- 
ed ! — Is it not strange, that sheep^s guts should hala 
souls out of men^s bodies f — Well, a bora for mj 
money, when all's done. 

Balthazar sings. 
I. 
Balth. Sigh no morey ladus, sigh no more^ 
Men were deceivers ever / 
One foot in sea, and one on shore , 
To one thing constant never: 
Then sign not so, 
Bui let them go. 
And be you bliih and bonny ; 
Converting all your sounds ojfwo 
Into, Hey normy, normy. 

11. 

Sing no more diiiies, sing no mo'^ 
Of dumps so dull and heavy; 

The fraud of nun was ever so. 
Since summer first was leavy. 
7%en sigh not so, fyc. 

D. Pedro. By my troth, a good song. 

Balih. And an ill singer, mr loid 

2>. Pedro. Ha.^ no; no,&itli; thou singest well 
eoougfa for a shift 

Bau. [Aside.^ An he had been a dog, that 
should have howled thus, they would hare hanged 
him : and I pray God, his bad voice bode no miS" 
chief! I baa as lief have heard the night-raven, 
come what pl^ue could have come aAer it. 

D. Pedro. Yea, marry; [To Claudio.]— Dost 
ftou hear, Balthazar ? I pray thee, get us some ex- 

(1) Longer. 
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cellent music ; for to-morrow night we would have 
it at the lady Hero's chamber-window. 

BaUh. The best I can, mv lord. 

D. Pedro. Do so : farewell. [Exeunt Balthazar 
and mtmc.] Come hither, Leonato : What was it 
you told me of to-day i* that your niece Beatrice 
was in love with sienior Benedick i 

CUmd. O, av : — ^talk on, stalk on ; the fowl sits. 
[Aside to Pearo.l I did never think that lady 
would have loved any man. 

Leon. No, nor 1 neither; but most wondeiful, 
that she should so dote on sig;nior Benedick, whom 
she hath in all outward behavioui-s seemed ever to 
abhor. 

Bene. Is't possible .'* Sits the wind in that comer ? 

[Aside, 

Leon. By mv troth, my lord, I cannot tell what 
to think of it ; out that she loves him with an en- 
raged affection, — it is past the infinite of thought i 

D, Pedro. May be, she doth but counterfeit 

Claud. 'Faith, like enough. 

Leon. O God ! counterfeit I There never wat 
counterfeit of passion came so near the life of pas- 
sion, as she discovers it. 

D. Pedro. Why, what effects of passion shows she.^ 

Claud. Bait the hook well ; this fish will bite. 

[Aside. 

Leon. What effects, my lord ! She will sit you, — 
You heard my daughter tell you how. 

Claud. She did mdeed. 

D. Pedro. How, how, I pray jou ? You amaze 
me : I would have thought her spirit had been in- 
vincible against all assaults of afiection. 

Leon. 1 would have sworn it had, my lord ; espe- 
cially against Benedick. 

Bene. [Aside.] I should think this a gull, but 
that the white-bearded fellow speaks it : knavery 
cannot, sure, hide itself in such reverence. 

(1) Beyond the power of thought to conceive. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Scene III ABOf'T \GTRr\G. :W 

Claud. He hath tnVn !hc it»f» < lien ; hold it up. 

[Aside. 

D. Pedro. Hath she made her affection known to 
Benedick ? 

Leon. No; and swears she never will: that^s 
her torment 

Claud. Tis true, indeed; so your daughter 
says : ShaU /, says she, ihat have so oft encoutt' 
ter^d him ioiih scom^ torite to him that I love him '* 

Leon. This says she now when she is beginning 
to write to him : for she'll be up twenty times a 
night ; and tliere will she sit in her smock, till she 
have writ a sheet of paper: — my daughter tells 
us all. 

Claud. Now you talk of a sheet of paper, remem- 
ber a pretty jest j'our daughter told us of. 

Leon. O! — When she had writ it, and was 
reading it over, she found Benedick and Beatrice 
between the sheet ? — 

Claud. That. 

Leon. O! she tore the letter into a thousand 
half-pence ; railed at herself, that she should be so 
immodest to write to one that she knew would flout 
her : I measure him, says she, by my onion spirit ; 
for I should flout him, if he writ to me ; yea, 
though Hove him, I should. 

Claud. Then down upon her knees she fall?, 
weeps, sobs, beats her heart, tears her hair, pt-ays, 
curses :--0 sweet Benedick ! God give me patience .' 

Leon, She doth indeed ; my daughter says so : 
and the ecstasy 1 hath so much overlbome her, that 
my daughter is sometime afraid she will do a des- 
perate outrage to herself; It is very true. 

Z). Pedro. It were good that Benedick knew of 
It by some other, if she will not discover it. 

Claud. To what end ^ He would make but a 
sport of it, and torment the poor lady worse. 

2), Pedro. An he should, it were an alms to ha«? 

(1) Alienation of mind. 
VOL. II. C 
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him : sbe^s an excellent sweet lady ; and, out of all 
suspicion, she is virtuous. 

Claud. And she is exceeding wise. 

D. Pedro. In every thing, but in loving Benedick. 

Leon. O my lord, wisdom and blood combating 
in so tender a body, we have ten proofs to one, that 
blood bath the victory. I am sorry for her, as I have 
just cause, being her uncle and her guardian. 

D. Pedro. I would she had bestowed this dotagn 
on me ; I would have daflPd^ all other respects, and 
made her half myself: I pray you, tell Benedick 
of it, and hear whiat be will say. 

Leon. Were it good, think you f 

Claud. Hero thinks surely, she will die: for she 
says, sbe will die if he love her not ; and she will 
die ere she makes her love known : and she will 
die if he woo her, rather than she will 'bate one 
breath of her accustomed crossness. 

D. Pedro. She doth well : if she should make 
tender of her love, *tis very possible he'll scorn it ; 
for the man, as you know all, hath a contemptible^ 
spirit. 

Claud. He is a very proper^ man. 

D. Pedro, He hath, indeed, a good outward 
happiness. 

Gaud *Fore God, and in my mind, very wise. 

Z>. Pedro. He doth, indeed, show some sparks 
that are like wit. 

Leon. And I take him to be valiant. 

D. Pedro. As Hector, I assure you : and in the 
managing of quarrels you may say he is wise ; for 
either he avoids them with great discretion, or un- 
dertakes them with a roost Christian-like fear. 

Leon, If he do f<>ar God, he inust necessarily 
keep peace ; if he break the peace, he ought to 
enter mto a quarrel with fear and trembling. 

2>. Pedro. And so will he do ; for the man doth 

(1) Thrown off. (2) Contemptuous. 

(3) Handsome. 
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• 

fear God, ho\vsoe\er it seems not in him, l>v smm; 
large jests he will make. Well, I am sonv for 
Your niece : shall we go see Benedick, and tell I 

nun of her love ? 

Claud. Never tell him, my lord ; let her wear it | 

out with good counsel. j 

Leon. Nay, that's impossible ; she may wear her : 

heart out first. I 

D. Pedro. Well, we'll hear further of it by youi , 

daughter ; let it cool the while. I love Benedick 
well; and I could wish he would modestly examine 
himself, to see how much he is unwor'hy so good a 

Leon. My lord, will yoo walk ^ dinner is ready. ' 

Claud. If he do not dote on her upon this, I will 
never trust my expectation. [Aside. i 

D. Pedro. Let there be the same net spread for 
her ; and that must your dai^^hter and her gentle* 
woman carry. The sport will be, when they hold 
one an opinion of another's dotage, and no such ' 

matter ; that's the scene that 1 would see, which 
will be merely a dumb show. Let us send her to \ 

call him in to dinner. [Aside. ! 

[Exeuni Don Pedro, Claudlo, and Leonato. ! 

Benedick advances from above. , 

Bene. This can be no tiick : the conference was ' 

sadly borne. I — They have the truth of this from 
Hero. They seem to pity the lady ; it seems, her 
affections have their full bent. Love me ! why, it 
must be requited. I hear how I am censured : they 
say, I will bear myself proudly, if I perceive the 
love come from her ; they say too, that she will 
rather die than give any sign of affection. — I did 
never think to marry : — l must not seem proud : — 
Happy are they that hear their detractions, and 
can put them to mending. They say, the lady is 
fair ; 'tis a truth, I can bear them witness : and vir 

(1) Seriously carried on. 
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luous ; — 'tis so, I cannot reprove it ; and wise, but 
for loving me : — By my troth, it is no addition to her 
wit ; — nor no ereat argument of her folly, lor I will 
be horribly in love with her. — I may chance have 
some odd quirks and remnants of wit broken on 
me, because I have railed so long against mar- 
riage : — But doth not the appetite alter ? A man 
loves the meat in his youth, that he cannot endure 
in his age : shall quips, and sentences, and these 
paper bullets of the brain, awe a man from the ca- 
reer of his humour ? No : the world must be peopled. 
When I said, I would die a bachelor, I did not 
think I should live till I were married.— Here comes 
Beatrice : By this day, she's a fair lady : I do spy 
some marks of love in her. 

£n^ Beatrice. 

Beat. Against my will, I am sent to bid you 
come in to dinner. 

Bene. Fair Beatrice, I thank you for vour pains. 

Beat. I took no more pains for those thanks, than 
you take pains to thank me ; if it had been painful, 
I would not have ccnne. 

Bene. You take pleasure in the message ? 

Beat. Yea, just so much as you may take upon a 
knife's point, and choke a daw withal : — You have 
no stomach, signior : fare you well. [Exit. 

Bene. Ha ! Against my will I am sent to bid 
you come to dinner — there's a double meaning in 
that. / took no mare pains for those thanks^ than 
yoii took pains to thank me — that's as much as to 
say. Any pains that I take for you is as easy as 
thanks : — ^If I do not take pity of her, I am a vil- 
lain ; if. I do not love her, I am a Jew : I will ^o 
get her picture. [Eocit. 
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SCEJfE /.— Leonato's Garden. Enter Hero, 
Margaret, emd Ursula. 

Hero. Good Margaret, run thee into the parlour; 
There shalt thou find my cousin Beatrice 
PiX>posing' with the prince and Claudio : 
Whisper her ear, ana tell her, I and Ursula 
Walk in the orchard, and our whole discourse 
Is ail of her; say, that thou overheard'st us ; 
And bid her steal into the pleached bower, 
Where honey-suckles, ripen'd by the sun, 
Forbid the sun to enter; — like favourites, 
Made proud by princes, that advance (heir pride 
Against that power that bred it : — there will sho 

hide her. 
To listen our propose : this is thy (^cc. 
Bear thee well in it, and leave us alone. 

Marg. Pll make her come, 1 warrant you, pre- 
sently. [Eui. 

Hero. Now, Ursula, when Beatrice doth come. 
As we do trace this alley up and down. 
Our talk must only be of Benedick : 
When I do name him, let it be thy part 
To praise him more than ever man did merit : 
My talk to thee must be, how Benedick 
Is sick in love with Beatrice : of this matter 
Is little Cupid*s crafty arrow made, 
That only wounds by hearsay. Now begin ; 

Enter Beatrice, behind. 

For look where Beatrice, like a lapwing, runs 
Close by the ground, to hear our conference. 

Urs. The pleasant'st angling is to see the fiaU 
Cut with her golden oars the silver stream. 
And greedily devour the treacherous bait : 
So angle we for Beatrice ; who even now 

(1) DistOUIbillJC. 
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Is couched in the woodbine coverture : 
Fear you not my part of the dialo^e. 

Hero. Then go we near her, that her ear lose 
nothing 
Of the false sweet bait that we lay for it— 

Vrhey advance to the boioer. 
No, truly, Ursula, she is too disdainful ; 
I know, her spirits are as coy and wild 
As haggards of the rock.i 

Urs. But are you sure, 

That Benedick loves Beatrice so entirely? 

Hero, So says the prince, and my new-trothed 
• lord. 

Urs. And did they bid you tell her of it, madam ? 

Hero. Th^ did entreat me to acquaint her of it : 
But I persuaded them, if they lov'd Benedick, 
To wish him wrestle with anecticm. 
And never to let Beatrice know of it. 

Urs. Why did you so ? Doth not the gentleman 
Deserve as full, as fortunate a bed. 
As ever Beatrice shall couch upon ? 

Hero. O god of love ! I know, he doth deserve 
As much as may be yielded to a man : 
But nature never fram'd a woman's heart 
Of prouder stuff than that of Beatrice : 
Disaain and scorn ride sparkling in her eyes. 
Misprising^ what they look on ; and her wit 
Values itse If so highly, that to her 
All matter else seems weak : she cannot love. 
Nor take no shape nor project of affection, 
She is so self-endeared. 

Urs. Sure, Ithmkw; 

\nd therefore, certainly, it were not good 
She knew his love, lest she make sport at it 

Hero. Why, you speak truth: I never yet saw man. 
How wise, how noble, young, how rarely featured, 
But she would spell him backward : if fair-fac'd, 
She'd swear, the gentleman should be her sister ; 

(I) A species of hawk. (2) Undervaluing. 
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If black, why, natare, dnwing of an antic. 
Made a foul blot : if tall, a lance ill-beaded ; 
If low, an agate very vilely cut : 
If speaking, why, a vane blown with all winda : 
If silent, why, a block moved with none. 
So turns she every man the wrong side out ; 
And never gives to truth and virtue, that 
Which simpleness and merit pnrchaseth. 

Urs. Sure, sure, such carping is not commendable. 

Hero.No: nottobesoodd,andfromaUfashioQSy 
As Beatrice is, cannot be commendable : 
But who dare tell her so? If I should speak, 
She*d mock me into air; O, she would laugh me 
Out of myself, press me to death with wit 
Therefore let Benedick, like cover'd fire. 
Consume away in sighs, waste inwardly : 
It were a better death than die with mocks ; 
Which is as bad as die with tickling. 

Urs. Yet tell her of it ; hear what she will say. 

Hero, No ; rather I will go to Benedick, 
And counsel him to fight against his passion : 
And, truly, IHl devise some honest slanders 
To stain ray cousin with : one doth not know, 
How much an ill word may empoison liking. 

Urs. O, do not do your cousin such a wrong. 
She cannot be so much without true judgment 
(Having so swift* and excellent a wit, 
As she is priz'd to have,) as to refuse 
So rare a s:entleman as signior Benedick. 

Hero. He is the onlv man in Italy, 
Always excepted ray dear Claudio. 

Urs. 1 pray you, be not angry with me, madam. 
Speaking my fancy ; signior Benedick, 
For shape, forbearing, argument,^ and valour, 
fioes foremost in repwt through Italy. 

Hero. Indeed, he hath an excellent good name. 

Urs. His excellence did earn it, ere he had it— 
When are you married, madam ? 

(1) Ready. (2) Conversation. 
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Hero. Why, every day; — to-morrow; come, go 
in; 
rU show thee some attires; and have thy counsel, 
Which is the best to furnish me to-morrow. 

Urs. She's lim'd,* I warrant you; we have 

caught her, madam. 
Hero. If it prove so, then loving goes by haps : 
Some Cupid kills with arrows, some with traps. 

[Exeunt Hero and Ursula. 

Beatrice advances. 

Beat. What fire is in mine ears ^ Can this be true? 

Stand I condemned for pride and scorn so much ? 
Contempt, farewell ! and maiden pride, adieu ! 

No glory lives behind the back of such. 
And, Benedick, love on, I will requite thee ; 

Taming my wild heart to thy loving hand ; 
If thou dost love, my kindness shall incite thee 

To bind our loves up in a holy band : 
For others say, thou dost deserve ; and I 
Believe it better than reportingly. [Exit. 

SCEJSTE n. — A room in Leonato's house. En- 
ter Don Pedro, Claudio, Benedick, and Leonato. 

2). Pedro. I do but stay till your marriage be 
consunomate, and then I go toward Arragon. 

Claud. I'll bring you thither, my lord, if you'll 
vouchsafe me. 

D. Pedro. Nay, that would be as great a soil in 
the new gloss of your marriage, as to show a child 
his new coat, and forbid him to wear it. I will only 
be bold with Benedick for his ccnnpany ; for, from 
the crown of his head to the sole of his foot, he is 
all mirth ; he hath twice or thrice cut Cupid's bow- 
string, and the litde hangman dares not shoot at 
him : be hath a heart as sound as a bell, and his 
tongue is the clapper ; for what his heart thinks, his 
tongue speaks. 

(1) Ensnar'd with birdlime. 
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Jkne. GallaDts, I am not as I have been. 

Leon. So say I ; methioks, you are sadder. 

Clavd. \ heme, he be in love. 

D, Pedro. Hang him, truant ; there's no tru€ 
drop of blood in him, to be truly touchM with love 
if he be sad, he wants nxxiey. 

Bene. I have the tooth-ach. 

D. Pedro. Draw it 

Bene. Hang it! 

Claud. You must hang it iirst, and draw it after* 
ivards. 

D. Pedro. What f sigh for the tooth-ach } 

Leon. Where is but a humour, or a worm ? 

Bene. Well, every one can master a grief, but 
he that has it 

Claud. Yet say I, he is in love. 
D. Pedro. There is no appearance of fancy in him, 
unless it be a fancy that he hath to strange disguises; 
as, to be a Dutchman to-day ; a Frenchman to- 
morrow ; or in the shape of two countries at once, 
as a German from the waist downward, all slop ;! 
and a Spaniard frotn the hip upward, no doublet : 
unless he have a fancy to this foolery, as it appears 
he hath, he is no fool for fancy, as you would have 
it appear he is. 

Claud. If he be not in love with some woman, 
there is no believing old sio^ : he brushes his hat 
o'momings ; what should tfiat bodei* 
n. Pedro. Hath any man seen him Pt the barber's.^ 
Claud, Noj but the barber^s man hath been seen 
with him ; and the old ornament of his cheek hath 
already stuifed tennis-balls. 

Leon. Indeed, he looks younger than he did, by 
the loss of a beard. 

D. Pedro. Nay, be rubs himself with civet : 
can you smell him out by that ? 

Claud. That's'fts much as to say, the sweet 
youth's in love. 

(1) Large loose breeches. 
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D. Pedro. The greatest note of it is his melan- 
choly. 

Claud. And when was he wont to wash his face ? 

D. Pedro. Yea, or to paint himself? for the 
which, I hear what they say of him. 

Claud. Nay, but his jesting spirit ; which is now 
crept into a lutestring, and now governed by stops. 

jD. Pedro. Indeed, that tells a heavy tale for 
him : conclude, conclude, he is in love. 

Claud. Nayy but I know who loves him. 

D. Pedro. That would I know too ; I warrant, 
one that knows him not 

Claud. Yes, and his ill ctmditions ; and, in de- 
spite of all, dies for him. 

D. Pedro. She shall be buried with her face 
upwards. 

Bene. Yet is this no charm for the tooth-ach. — 
Old signior, walk aside with me : I have studied 
eight or nine wise words to speak to you, which 
these hobby-horses must not hear. 

[ExeurU Benedick and Leonato. 

D. Pedro. For my life, to break with him about 
Beatrice. 

Claud. 'Tis even so : Hero and Margaret have 
by this played their parts with Beatrice ; and then 
the two bears will not bite one another, when they 
meet. 

Enter Don John. 

D. John. My lord and brother, God save you. 

D. Pedro. Good den, brother. 

D. John. If your leisure served, I would speak 
with you. 

D. Pedro. In private ? 

D. John. If it please you ; — ^yet count Clandio 
may hear ; for what I would speak of concerns him. 

i). Pedro. What's the matter .? 

D. John. Means your lordship to be married 
to-morrow f [To Ciaudio. 

2>. Pedro. You know he does. 
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D. John, I know^ not that, when he knows what 
I know. 

Claud. If there be any impediment, I pray jou 
discover it 

D, John. You may think I love you not ; let 
that appear hereafter, and aim better at me by that 
I now will manifest : for my brother, I thimc, he 
holds you well ; and in deamess of heart hath 
holp to effect vour ensuing marriage : surely, suit 
ill spent, and labour ill bestowed ! 

D. Pedro. Why, what's the matter? 

D. John, I came hither to tell you ; and, cir- 
cumstances shortened ^for she hath been too \goq 
a talkin? of,) the lady is disloyal. 

Claud. Who? Hero? 

2>. John. Even she ; Leonato's Hero, your He- 
ro, every man's Hero. 

Claud. Disloyal? 

D. John. Tfie word is too good to paint out her 
wickedness ; I could say, she were worse ; think 
you of a worse title, and I will fit her to it Woti- 
der not till further warrant : go but with me to- 
night, you shall see her chamber-window entered ; 
even the night before her wedding-day : if you 
love her ^en, to-morrow wed her ; but it would 
better fit your hwiour to change your mind. 

Claud. May this be so. 

D.Pedro. I will not think it 

D. John. If you dare not trust that you see, 
confess not that you know : if you will follow me, 
I will show you enough ; and when you have seen 
more, and heard more, proceed accordingly. 

Claud. If I see any thing to-night why I should 
not marry her to-morrow; in the congregati(xi, 
where I should wed, there will I shame her. 

D. Pedro. And, as I wooed for thee to obtain 
her, I will jcin wiA thee to disgrace her. 

2>. John. I will disparage her no farther, till you 
are my witnesses : bear it coldly but till midnight, 
and let the issue show itself. 
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D. Pedro. O day untowardly turned ! 
Claud. O mischief strangely thwarting ! 
D. John. O plague right well prevented .' 
So will you say, when you have seen the sequel. 

[Exeunt, 

SCEJVE IIL— A street. Enter Dogberry and 
Verges, toiih the Watch. 

Dogh. Are you good men and true ? 

Verg. Yea, or else it were pity but they shoula 
suffer salvation, body and soul. 

Dogb. Nay, that were a pimishment too good for 
them, if they should have any allegiance in them, 
being chosen for the prince's watch. 

Ferg. Well, give them their charge, neighbour 
Dogberry. 

JDogb. First, who think you the most desartless 
man to be constable. 

1 Watch. Hugh Oatcake, sir, or George Sea- 
coal ; for they can write and read. 

Dogb. Come hither, neighbour Seacoal. God 
hath blessed you with a good name : to be a well- 
favoured man is the gift of fortune; but to write 
and read comes by nature. 

2 Watch. Both which, master constable, 

Dogb. You have ; I knew it would be your an- 
swer. Well, for your favour, sir, why, give God 
thanks, and make no boast of it ; and for your 
writing and reading, let that appear when there is 
no need of such vanity. You are thought here to 
be the most senseless and fit man for the constable 
of the watch ; therefore bear you the lantern : this 
is your charge ; you shall comprehend all vagrom 
men : you are to bid any man stand, in the prince's 
name. 

2 Watch. How if he will not stand f 
Dogb. Why then, take no note of him, but let 
him go ; and presently call the rest of the watch 
together, and thank God you are rid of a knave. 
Vhg. If he will not stand when he is bidden. 
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he is none of the prince's subjects. 

Dogb. True, and they are to meddle with none 
t»ut the prince's subjects : — ^you shall also make no 
noise in the streets ; for, for the watch to babble 
and talk, is roost tolerable, and not to be endured. 

2 Watch, We will rather sleep than talk ; we 
know what belongs to a watch. 

Dogb. Why, you speak like an ancient and most 

r'et watchman; for I cannot see how slecpiw 
uld offend : only, have a care that your bill^ 
be not stolen . — Well, you are to call at all the ale- 
houses, and bid those that are drunk get them to bed. 

2 IVaich. How if they will not? 

Dogb. Why then, let them alone till they are 
sober ; if they make you not then the better answer, 
you may say,' they are not the meoyoa took them for. 

2 IVaich, Well, sir. 

Dogb. If you meet a thief, you may suspect him, 
by virtue of your office, to be no true man : and, 
for such kina of men, the less you meddle or make 
with them, why, the more is for your honesty. 

2 Watch. If we know him to be a thief, shall 
we not lay hands wi him ^ 

Dogb. Truly, by vour office, you majr ; but 1 
think, they that touch pitch will be denied : the 
most peaceable way for you, if you dotake a thief, 
is, to let htm show himself what he is, and steal out 
of your company. 

Verg. You have been always called a merciful 
man, partner. 

Dogb. Truly, I would not hang a dog by my will ; 
much more a man who hath any honesty in him. 

F'erg. If you hear a child cry in the night, you 
must call to tfie nurse, and bid her still it. 

2 Watch. How if the nurse be asleep, and will 
not hear us f 

Dogb. Why then, depart in peace, and let the 
child wake her with ciymg ; for the ewe that will 

(1) Weapons of the watchmen. 
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not hear her lamb when it baes, will never answer 
a calf when he bleats. 

Verg. *Tis very true. 

Dogb. This is the end of the charge. You, con- 
stable, are to present the princess own person ; if 
you meet the prince in the night, you may stay him. 

Verg. Nay, bv*r lady, that I think he cannot 

Dogb. Five shillings to one on't, with any man 
that knows the statues, he may stay him : marry, 
not without the prince be willing : for, indeed, the 
watch ought to offend no man ; and it is an offence 
to stay a man ag^nst his will. 

Verg. By'r lady, I think, it be so. 

Dogb. Ha, ha, ha ! Well, masters, good night : 
an there be any matter of weight chances, call up 
me : keep your fellows* counsels and your own, 
and gooa night — Come, neighbour. 

2 Watch, Well, roasters, we hear our charge : 
let us go sit here upon the church-bench till two, 
and then all to bed. 

Dogb, One word more, honest neighbours: I . 
pray you, watch about signior Leonato's door ; for 
the wedding being there to-morrow, there is a great 
coil to-night : adieu, be vigilant, I beseech you. 

[Exeunt Dogberry and Verges. 

Ehier Borachio and Conrade. 

Bora. What! Conrade, — 

Watch. Peace, stir not [Aside. 

Bora. Conrade, I say ! 

Con. Here roan, I am at thy elbow. 

Bora. Mass, and my elbow itched ; I thought 
there would a scab follow. 

Con. I will owe thee an answer for that ; and 
now forward with thy tale. 

Bora. Stand thee close then under this penthouse, 
for it drizzles rain ; and I will, like a true drunkard, 
utter all to thee. 

Watch. [Aside.] Some treasoti, masters; yet 
stand close. 
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. Bora. Therefore know, I have earned of Don 
John a thousand ducats. 

Con. Is it possible that any villany should be so 
dear? 

JBorcL Thou should^st rather ask, if it were pot* 
sible any villany should be so rich ; for when such 
villains have need of poor ones, poor ones may 
make what price they wilL 

Con. I wonder at it. 

Bora. That shows thou art unconfirmed :^ thou 
knowest, that the fashion of a doublet, or a hat, cr 
a cloak, is nothing to a man. 

Con. Yes, it is apparel. 

Bora. I mean the fashioo. 

Con. Yes, the fashion is the fashion. 

Bora. Tush .' I may as well say, the fooI^s the 
fool. But seest thou not what a defixmed thief 
this fashion is ? 

Watch. 1 know that Deformed ; be has been a 
vile thief this seven year ; be goes up and down 
like a gentleman : I remember his name. 

Bora. Didst thou not hear somebody ? 

Con. No ; 'twas the vane on the house. 

Bora. Seest thou not, I say, what a deformed 
thief this fashion is ? how gidoily he turns about 
all the hot bloods, between fourteen and five and 
thirty f sometime, fashioning them like Phara<A*s 
soldiers in the reechy2 painting ; sometime, like god 
Bel*8 priests in the ola church window ; s(xnetime, 
like the shaven Hercules in the smirched^ worm- 
eaten tapestry, where his cod-piece seems as massy 
as his club ? 

Con. All this I see ; and see, that the fashion 
wears out more apparel than the man : but art not 
thou th3r8elf giddy with the fashion too, that thou 
hast shifted out of thy tale into telling me of the 
fashion? 

(1) Unpractised in the ways of the world. 

(2) Smoked. (3) Soiled. 
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Bora. Not so neither : but know, that I liave to» 
night wooed Margaret, the lady Hero*8 gentle- 
woman, by the name of Hero : she leans me out at 
her mistress* chamber-window, bids me a thousand 
times good night, — I tell this tale vilely : — I should 
first tell thee, how the prince, Claudio, and my 
master, planted and placed, and possessed by my 
master Don John, saw afar oflf in the orchard this 
amiable encounter. 

Con. And thought they, Margaret was Hero ? 

Bora. Two of them did, the prince and Clau- 
dio ; but the devil my master knew she was Mar- 
garet ; and partly by his oaths, which first possess- 
ed them, partly by the dark night, which did de- 
ceive them, but chiefly by my villany, which did 
confirm any slander that Don John had. made, away 
went Claudio enraged : swore he would meet her 
as he was appointed, next morning at the temple, 
and there, before the whole congregation, phame 
her with what he saw over-night, and send her 
home again without a husband. 

1 Watch, We charge you in the prince's name, 
stand. 

2 Watch. Call up the right master constable : 
we have here recovered the most dangerous piece 
of lechery that ever was known in the common- 
wealth. 

1 Watch. And one Deformed is one of them •, I 
know him, he wears a lock. 

Con. Masters, masters. 

2 Watch. YouMl be made bring Deformed forth, 
I warrant you. 

Con. Masters, — 

1 Watch. Never speak ; we charge you, let ui 
obey you to go with us. 

Bora. We are like to prove a goodly commodity, 
being taken up of these men's bills. 

Ckn. A commodity in question, I warrant you. 
Come, we'll obey you. [Exeunt. 
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SCEJVK IV.— A room in Leonnt(/s hovse. En- 
ter Hero, Margaret, and Ui-sula. 

Hero. Good Ursula, woke my couam Beatrice, 
and desire her to rise. 

Urs. I will, lady. 

Hero. And bid her come hither. 

Urs. Well. [Exit Ursula. 

Marg. Troth, I think, your other rabato^ were 
better. 

Hero. No, pray thee, good Meg, I'll wear this. 

Marg. By my troth, it's not so good ; and I war- 
rant, your cousin will sav sa 

Hero. My cousin's a fool, and thou artaDotber; 
I'll wear none but this. 

Marg. I like the new tire^ within excelleetly, 
if the hair were a thought browner : and your 
gown's a most rare fashion, Pfaith. I saw the 
auchess of Milan's gown, that they praise aa 

Hero. O, that exceeds, they say. 

Marg. By my troth it's but a night-gown in re- 
spect of yours : Cloth of gold, and cuts, and laced 
with silver; set with pearls, down sleeves, side- 
sleeves,3 and skirts round, underbome with a blu- 
ish tinsel : but for a fine, quaint, graceful, and ex- 
cellent fashion, yours is worth ten on't 

Hero. God give me joy to wear it, for my heart 
is exceeding heavy ! 

Marg. 'Twill be heavier soon, by the weight of 
a man. 

Hero. Fie upon thee I art not ashamed f 

Marg. Of what, lady ? of speaking honourably ? 
Is not marriage honourable in a be^ar ? Is not 
your lord honourable without marriage f I think 
you would have me say, saving your reverence, — 
a husband: an bad thinking do not wrest true 
speaking, I'll offend nobody : Is there any harm in — 

(1) A kind of ruff. (2) Head-dress. 

(3) Long-sleeves. 
VOL. II. D 
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Vie heavier for a husband? None, I think, an if 
it be the right husband, and the right wife ; other- 
wise 'tis light, and not heavy : Ask iny lady Bea- 
trice else, here she comes. 

Enter Beatrice. 

Hero. Good morrow, coz. 

Beat. Good morrow, sweet Hero. 

Hero. Why, how now! do you speak in the 
stck tune ? 

Beat. I am out of all otlier tune, methinks. 

J^arg. Clap us into — Light o* love ; that goes 
without a buraen ; do you sing it, and 1*11 dance it. 

Beat.' Yea, Light o* love, with your heels I — 
then if your husband have stables enough, youMI 
see he shall lack no bams. 

Marg. O illegitimate construction ! I scorn that 
with my heels. 

Beai. 'Tis almost five o'clock, cousin ; 'tis time 
ou were ready. By my troth I am exceeding ill ; — 
ley ho ! 

Marg. For a hawk, a hcrse, or a husband .'* 

Beat. For the letter that begins them all, H.J 

Marg. Well, an you be not turned Turk^there's 
no more sailing by the star. 

Beat. What means the fool, trow f 

Marg. Nothing I; but God send every one 
their heart's desire ! 

Hero. These gloves the coimt sent me, they are 
an excellent perfume. 

Beat. I am stuffed, cousin, I cannot smell. 

Marg. A maid, and stuffed! there's goodly 
catching of cold. 

Beat. O, God help me ! God help me ! how 
\oae have you profess'd apprehension? 

Marg. Ever since you left it : doth not my wit 
become me rarely f 

Beat. It is not seen enough, you should wear 

(1) t. e. for an acJie or pain. 



£ 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Scene r. ABOUT NOTHING. r,l 

it In your cap. — By my troth, I am sick. 

Marg. Get you some of this distilled Cardiiua 
Bencdictus, an^ lay it to your heart ; it is the only 
thing for a quahn. ' 

Hero. There thou prick'st her with a thistle. 

Beat. Benedictus! why Benedictusf you have 
some moraU in this Benedictus. 

Marg. Moral ? no, by my troth, I have no moral 
meaning ; I meant, plain ho\y thistle. You may 
think, perchance, that I think you are in love r 
nay, by'r ladv, I am not such a fool to think what 
I list; nor I fist not to think what I can ; nor, in- 
deed, I cannot think, if I would think ray heart 
out of thinking, that you are in love, or that you 
will be in love, or that you can be in love : yet 
Benedick was such another, and now is he become 
a man : he swore he would never marry ; and ^et 
now, in despite of his heart, he eats his meat with- 
out grudging: and how you may be converted, I 
know not ; but methinks you look with your eyes 
aa other women do. 

Beat. What pace is this that thy tongue Iceeps ? 

Marg. Not a false gallop. 

Re-enter Ursula. 

Urs. Madam, withdraw; the prince, the count, 
signior Benedick, Don John, and all the gallants 
of 'the town, are come to fetch you to church. 

Hero. Help io dress me, good coz, good Meg, 
gdod Ursula. [Exeunt. 

SCEJ^E V.-^Another room in Leonato^s house. 
Enter Leonato, with Dogberry and Verges. 

Jjeon. What would you with me, honest neigh- 
bour.* 

Dogb. Marry, sir, I would have some confi- 
dence with you, th^t decerns you nearly. 

Ijeon. Brief, I pray you ; for you see, 'tis a busy 
ttrae with me. 

(1) Hidden meaning. 
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Dogh. Marry, this it is, sir. 

Verg. Yes, io truth it is, sir. 

Lecm. What is it, my good friends ? 

Dogh. Goodman Vei-ges, sir, speaks a little off 
the matter : an old man, sir, and his wits are not 
so blunt, as, God help, I would desire they were ; 
but, in faith, honest, as the skin between his brows. 

Verg. Yes, I thank God, I am as honest as any 
man living, that is an old man, and no honester 
than I. 

Dogb, Comparisons are odorous : palahraSy 
neighbour Verges. 

Leon, Neighbours, you are tedious. 
. Dogb. It pleases your worship to say so, but wc 
are the poor duke's officers ; but, truly, for mine 
own part, if I were as tedious as a king, I could 
find in my heart to bestow it all of your worship. 

lAvn. All thy tediousness on me I ha ! 

Dogb. Yea, and *twere a thousand times more 
than 'tis : for I hear as good exclamation on your 
worship, as of any man in the city ; and though I 
be but a poor man, I am glad to hear it 

Verg, And so am I. 

Leon. I would fain know what you have to say. 

Verg. Marry, sir, our watch to-night, except- 
ing your worship's presence, have ta'en a couple 
of as arrant knaves as any in Messina. 

Dogb. A good old man, sir ; he will be talking ; 
as they say, When the aee is in, the wit is out ; 
God help us ! it is a world to see !• — Well said, 
i'faith, neighbour Verges: — ^well, God*s a good 
man ; an two men ride of a horse, one must ride 
behind: — an honest soul, i'faith, sir; by my troth 
he is, as ever broke bread : but, God is to be wor* 
shipped : all men are not alike ; alas, good neigh- 
bour! • 

Leon. Indeed, neighbour, he comes too short of 
you. 

(1) It is worth seeing. 
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Dogb. Gifts, that God gives. 

Leon. I must leave jou. 

Dogb. One word, sir : our watch, sir, have, in- 
deed, comprehended two auspicious persons, and 
we would have them this morning examined be- 
fore your worship. 

Leon. Take their examination yourself, and bring 
it me ; I am now in great haste, as it may appear 
unto you. 

Dogb. It shall be suflSgance. 

Lmu. Drink some wine ere you go : fare you well. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My lord, they stay for you to give your 
daughter to her husband. 

Leon. I will wait upon them ; I am ready. 

[Exevni Leonato and Messenger. 

Dogb. Go, good partner, go ; get you to Francis 
Seacoal, bid him bring his pen and tnkhom to the 
gaol ; we are now to examination these men. 

Verg. And we must do it wisely. 

Dogb. We will spare for no wit, I warrant you ; 
here's that \Touchvng his forehead."] shall drive 
some of them to a non com : only get the learned 
writer to set down ourexc(»nmunication, and meet 
me at the gaoL [Exeuni, 



ACT IV. 

SCEJSTE L—The inside of a church. Enter Don 
Pedro, Don John, Leonato, Friar, Claudio, 
Benedick, Hero, and Beatrice, &c. 

Leon. Come, friar Francis, be brief; only to the 
plain form of marriage, and you shall recount their 
particular duties afterwards. 

Friar. You come hither, my lord, to marry fliit 
lady.? 

Claud. No. 
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Leon. To be married to her, friar ; you c<»iie to 
marry her. 

Friar. Lady, you come hither to be married to 
this count ? 

Hero. I do. 

Friar. If either of you know any inward impedi- 
ment why you should not be conjoined, I charge 
vou, on your souls, to utter it 

Claud. Know you any. Hero ? 

Hero. None, my lord. 

Friar. Know you any, count ? 

Leon. I dare make his answer, none. 

Claud. O, what men dare do ! what men mav do . 
what men daily do! not knowing what they do .' 

Bene. How now.' interjections.^ Why, then 
some be of laughing, as, ha ! ha ! he ! 

Claud, Stand thee by, friar : — Father, by your 
leave ; 
Will you with free and unconstrained soul 
Give me this maid, your daughter ? 

Leon. As freely, son, as God did give her me. 

Oaud. And what have I to give you back, whose 
worth. 
May counterpoise this rich and precious gift 

D. Pedro. Nothing, unless you render her again. 

Claud. Sweet prince, you learn me noble thank- 
fulness. — 
There, Leonato, take her back again ; 
Give not this rotten orange to your friend ; 
She*8 but the sign and semblance of her honour : — 
Behold, how like a maid she blushes here : 
O, what authority and show of truth 
Can cunning sin cover itself withal ! 
Comes not mat blood, as modest evidence. 
To witness simple virtue? Would you not swear. 
All you that see her, that she were a maid. 
By these exterior shows ? But she is none : 
She knows the heat of a luxurious^ bed : 

(1) Lascivious. 
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Her bhish is guiltiness, not modesty. 

Leon. What do you mean, mv lord ? 

Claud. Not to be married. 

Not knit my soul to an approved wanton. 

Leon. Dear my lord, if you, in your own proof 
Have vanquished the resistance of her youth, 
And made defeat of her virginity, 

Claud. I know what you would say ; If I have 
known her. 
You'll say, she did embrace me as a husband, 
And so extenuate the 'forehand sin : 
No, Leonato, 

I never tempted her with word too large ;' 
But, as a brother to his sister, show'd 
Bashful sincerity, and comely love. 

Hero. And seem'd I ever otherwise to you ? 

CUxud. Out an thy seeming ! I will write against it : 
You seem to me as Dian in her orb ; 
As chaste as is &e bud ere it be blown ; 
But you are more intemperate in your blood 
Than Venus, or those pamper'd animals 
That rage in savage sensuality. 

Hero. Is my lord well, that he doth speak ao 
wide .^ 

Ijeon. Sweet prince, why speak not you ^ 

D. Pedro. What should I speak .> 

I stand dishonour'd, that have gon^ about 
To link my dear friend to a conunon stale. 

Leon. Are these things spoken .'' or do I but dream? 

D. John. Sir, they are spoken, and these things 
are true. 

Bene. This looks not like a nuptial. 

Hero. True, O God » 

Claud. Leonato, stand I here J 
Is this the prince ? Is tiiis the prince's brother } 
Is this face Hero's ? Are our eyes our own i 

Leon. All this is so ; but what of this, my lord ? 

(1) Licentious. 

(2) Remote fr(Hn the business in hand. 
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Claud. Let me but move one question to your 
■ daughter ; 
And, by that fatherly and kindly power 
That you have in her, bid her answer truly. 

Leon. I charge thee do so, as thou art my child. 

Hero. O God defend me ! how am I beset ! — 
What kind of catechizing call you this f 

Claud. To make you answer truly to your name. 

Hero. Is it not Hero ? Who can blot that name 
With any just reproach ? 

Claud. Marry, that can Hero; 

Hero itself can blot out Heroes virtue. 
W^hat man was he talk'd with you yesternight 
Out at your window, betwixt twelve and one f 
Now, if you are a maid, answer to this. 

Hero. I talked with no man at that hour, my lord. 

D. Pedro. Why, then are you no maiden. — 
Lecmato, 
I am sorry you must hear ; upon mine honoor, 
Myself, my brother, and this grieved count. 
Did see her, hear her, at that hour last night, 
Talk with a ruffian at her chamber-window; 
Who hath, indeed, most like a liberal villain, 
Confessed the vile encounters they have had 
A thousand times in secret 

2>. John, Fie, fie ! they &re 

Not to be namM, my lord, not to be spoke of; 
There is not chastity enough in language. 
Without offence, to utter them : thus, pretty lady, 
I am sorry for thy much misgoveminent. 

Claud. O Hero ! what a Hero hadst thou been, 
rr half thy outward graces had been placed 
About thy thoughts, and counsels of tny heart ! 
But, fare thee well, most foul, most fair ! farewell. 
Thou pure imprety, and impious purity ! 
For thee IMl lock up all the gates of love. 
And on my eye-lids shall conjecture hang. 
To turn all beauty into thougnts of harm, 

(1) Too free of tongue. 
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And never shall it more be gracious, i 

Leon. Hath no man^s dagger here a point for 
me f [Hero swoons. 

Beat. Why, how now, cousin f wherefore sink 
you down f 

D. John. CcHne, let us go : these things, come 
thus to light. 
Smother her spirits up. 

[Exeunt Don Pedro, Don John, and Claadio 

Bene. How doth the lady ^ 

Beat. Dead, I think ; — help, uncle ; — 

Hero ! why, Hero ! — Uncle ! — Siguior Benedick ' — 
friar! 

Leon. O fate, take not away thy heavy hand .' 
Death is the fairest cover for her shame, 
That may be wish'd few. 

Beat. How now, cousin Hero ^ 

Friar. Have comfort, lady. 

Leon. Dost thou look up ? 

Friar. Yea ; wherefore should she not i* 

Leon. Wherefore ? Why, doth not every earthly 
thing 
Cry shame upon her? Could she here deny 
The story that is printed in her blood ? — 
Do not live, Hero ; do not ope thine eves : 
For did I think thou would'st not quickly die, 
Thought I thy spirits were stronger than thy shames, 
Myself would, on the rearward of reproaches. 
Strike at thy life. Griev'd I, I had but one f 
Chid I for that at frugal nature's frame .^ 
O, one too much by Aee \ Why had I one ? 
Why ever wast thou lovely in my eyes ? 
Why had I not, vf\\h charitable hand. 
Took up a bea^r*8 issue at my gates; 
Who smirched^ thus, and mired with infamy, 
I might have said, JVb part of it is mine. 
This shame derives itself /romtmknown loins? 

Attractive. (2) Disposition of things. 
Sullied. 
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But minef and mine I lov*d, and mine I praisM, 
And mine that I was proud on ; mine so much, 
That I myself was to myself not mine, 
Valuing of her ; why, she — O, she is fallen 
Into a pit of ink ! that the wide sea 
Hath drops too few to wash her clean again ; 
And salt too little, which may season give 
To her foul tainted flesh ! 

Bene. Sir, sir, be patient : 

For my part, I am so attir'd in wonder, 
1 know not what to say. 

Beat. O, on my soul, my cousin is belied ! 

Bene. Lady, were you her bedfellow last night ? 

Beat. No, truly, not : although, until last night, 
I have this twelvemonth been her bedfellow. 

Leon. Confirmed, coafirm*d ! O, that is stronger 
made, 
Which was before barr'd up with ribs of iron I 
Would the two princes lie ? and Claudio lie ? 
Who lov'd her so, that, speaking of her fbukiess, 
Wash'd it with tears ^ Hence from her ; let her die. 

Friar. Hear me a little ; 
For I have only been silent so long. 
And given way unto this course of fortune. 
By noting of the lady : I have mark'd 
a' thousand blushing apparitions start 
Into her face ; a thousand innocent shames 
In angel whiteness bear away those blushes ; 
And in her eye there hath appeared a fire, 
To burn the errors that these princes hold 
Against her maiden truth : — Call me a fool ; 
Trust not my reading, nor my observations. 
Which with experimental seal doth warrant 
The tenor of my book ; trust not my age, 
My reverence, calling, nor divinity. 
If this sweet lady lie not guiltless here 
Under some biting error. 

Leon. Friar, it cannot be : 

Thou seest, that all the grace that she hath lef^ 
Is, that she will not add to her damnation 
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A sin of perjury ; she not denies it : 

Why seex'st thou then to cover with excuse 

That which appears in proper nakedness ? 

Friar. Lady, what man is he you are accused of? 

Hero. They know that do accuse me ; 1 know 
none : 
If I know more of any man alive, 
Than that which maiden modesty doth warrant, 
Let all my sins lack mercy ! — O my father, 
Prove you that any man with me conversed 
At hours unmeet, or that I yesternight 
Maintained the change of words wiSi any creature. 
Refuse me, hate me, torture me io death. 

Friar. There is some strange misprision* in the 
princes. 

Bene. Two o{ them have the very bent of boitour ; 
And if their wisdoms be misled in this. 
The practice of it lives in John the bastard. 
Whose spirits toil in frame <^ villanies. 

Leon. I know not ; if they speak but truth of her. 
These hands shall tear her; if they wrong her 

honour. 
The proudest of them shall well hear of it. 
Time hath not yet so dried this blood of mine. 
Nor age so eat up my invention, 
Nor fortune made such havoc of my means. 
Nor my bad life reft me so much of friends. 
But tliey shall find, awakM in such a kind. 
Both strength of limb, and policy of mind. 
Ability in means, and choice of friends, 
To quit me of them thoroughly. 

Friar. ^ Pause a while. 

And let my counsel sway you in this case. 
Your daughter here the princes left for dead ; 
Let her a while be secretly kept in. 
And publish it, that she is dead indeed : 
Maintain a mourning ostentation ; 
And on your family^s old monument 

(1) Misconception. 
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Hang mournful epitaphs, and do all rites 
That appertain unto a burial. 

Leon. What shall become of this? What will 
this do? 

Friar. Marry, this, well carried, shall on her be- 
half 
Change slander to remorse ; that is some good : 
But not for that dream I on this strange course, 
But on this travail look for greater birth. 
She dying, as it must be so maintained, 
Upon the instant that she was accusM, 
Shall be lamented, pitied, and excusM, 
Of every hearer : for it so falls out. 
That what we have we prize not to the worth. 
Whiles* we enjoy it ; but being lack'd and lost. 
Why, then we rack2 the value ; then we find 
The virtue, that possession would not show us 
Whil^ it was ours : — So will it fare with Claudio : 
When he shall hear ^ died upon^ his words, 
The idea of her life shall sweetly creep 
Into bis study of imagination ; 
And every lovely organ of her life 
Shall come apparelfd in more precious habit, 
More moving-aelicate, and full of life, 
Into the eye and prospect of his soul. 
Than when she liv*d indeed : — ^then shall he mourn 
(If ever love had interest in his liver,) 
And wish he had not so accused her ; 
No, though he thought his accusaticm true. 
Let this be so, and doubt not but success 
Will fashion the event in better shape 
Than I can lay it down in likelihood. 
But if all aim but this be levellM false, 
The supposition of the lady's death 
Will quench the wonder of her infamy : 
And, if it sort not well, you may conceal her 
'As best befits her wounded reputation,) 

some reclusive and religious life, 

(1) While. (2) Over-rate. (3) By. 
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Out of all eyes, tongues, mincb, and injuries. 

Bene. Signior Leoiiato, let the friar advise you : 
And though you know my inwardness' and lo?e 
Is very much unto the prince and Claudio, 
Yet, by mine honour, I will deal in this 
As secretly, and justly, as your soul 
Should with your body. 

Leon. ' Being that I flow in grief, 

The smallest twine may lead roe. 

Friar. 'Tis well consented ; presently away ; 
For to strange sores strangely they strain the 
cure. — 
Come lady, die to live : this wedding day. 

Perhaps, is but prolongM ; have patience, and 
endure. \^Exe. Friar, Hero, and Leon. 

Bene. Ladyr Beatrice, have you wept all this 
while ^ 

Beat. Yea, and I will weep a while longer. 

Bene. I will not desire that. 

Beat. You have no reason, I do it freely. 

Bene. Surely, I do believe your fair cousin is 
wrongM. 

Beat. Ah, how much might the man deserve of 
me, that would right her ! 

Bene. Is there any way to show such friendship ? 

Beat. A very even way, but no such friend. 

Bene. May a man do it f 

Beat. It is a man's office, but not yours. 

Bene. I do love nothing in the world so well as 
you ; is not that strange i* 

Beat. As strange as the thing I know not: it 
were as possible for me to say, 1 loved nothing so 
well as you : but believe me not ; and yet I lie not ; 
I confess nothing, nor I deny nothing : — I am sorry 
for my cousin. 

Bme. By my sword, Beatrice, thou lovest me. 

Beat. Do not swear by it, and eat it 

Bene. I will swear by it, that you love me ; and 

(I) Intimacy. 
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I will make him e«it it, that says, I love not you. 

Beat Will you not eat your word ? 

Bene. With no sauce that can be devised to it : 
I protest I love thee. 

Beat. Why then, God forgive me ! 

Bene. What offence, sweet Beatrice ? 

Beat. You have staid me in a happy hour ; 1 
was about to protest I loved you. 

Bene. And do it with all thy heart 

Beat I love you with so much of my heart, that 
none is left to protest. 

Bene. Come, bid me do any thing for thee. 

Beat. Kill Claudio. 

Bene. Ha ! not for the wide world. 

Beat. You kill me to deny it : farewell. 

Bene. Tarry, sweet Beatrice. 

Beat. I am gone, though I am here ; — there is 
no love in you : — nay, I pray you, let me go. 

Bene. Beatrice, — 

Beat. In faith I will ffo. 

Bene. We'll be friends first. 

Beat. You dare easier be friends wit>i me, than 
fight with mine enemy. 

Bene. Is Claudio thine enemy ? 

Beat. Is he not approvM in the height a villain, 
that hath slandered, scorned, dishonoured my kins- 
woman f — ^O, that I were a man ! — What ! bear 
her in hand' until thej come to take hands ^ and 
then with public accusation, uncovered slander, 
unmitigated rancour, — O God, that I were a man ! 
I would eat his heart in the market-place. 

Bene. Hear me, Beatrice ; — 

Beat. Talk with a man out at a window ? — a 
proper saying ! 

Bene. Nay but, Beatrice ; — 

Beat Sweet Hero ! — she is wronged, she is slan- 
dered, she is undone. 

Bene. Beat — 

(1) Delude her with hopes. 
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Jieai. Princes, and comities !* Surely a priiK-*;! v 
testimony, a goodly count-coofect ;2 a sweet gal- 
lant, surely ! O that I were a man for his sake: or 
that I had any friend would be a man for my sake ! 
But manhood, is melted into courtesies,' valour into 
compliment, and men are only turned into tongue, 
and trim ones too : he is now as valiant as Her- 
cules, that only tells a lie, and swears it : — I can- 
not be a man with wishing, therefore 1 will die a 
woman with grieving. 

Bene. Tarry, good Beatrice : hy this hand I love 
thee. 

Beat. Use it for my love some other way than 
swearing by it. 

Bene. Think you in your soul the count Claudio 
hath wronged Hero ? 

Beat. Yea, as sure as I have a thought, or a 
soul. 

Bene. Enough, I am engaged, I will challenge 
him ; I will kiss your hand, and so leave you : by 
this hand, Claudio shall render me a dear account : 
as you hear of me, so think of mc. Go, comfort 
your cousin : I must say, she is dead ; and so fare- 
well. [Exeunt. 

SCESVE II.^A prison. Enter Dewberry, Ver- 
ges, and Sexton, in gowns ; and the Watch, 
with Conrade arid Borachio. 

Dogb. Is our whole dissembly appeared f 

Ferg. O, a stool and a custuon for the sexton ! 

Sexton, Which be the malefactors f 

Dogb. Marry, that am I and my partner. 

Kerg. Nay, that^s certain ; we have the exhibi- 
tion to examine. 

Sexton. But which are the ofienders that are to be 
examined f let them come before master constable. 

Dogb. Yea, marry, let them come before me. — 

f 1) Nobl'"*>'«»*. (2) A nobleman made out of sugar. 
^3} Cer«iii»^'*'y. 
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What is your name, friend ? 

Bora. Borachio. 

Dogb. Pmy write down — Borachio. Yours, 

siirah ? 

Ckm. I am a gentleman, sir, and my name is 
Conrade. 

Dogb. Write down — master gentleman Con- 
rade. — Masters, do you serve God ? 

Con. Bora. Yea, sir, we hope. 

Dcgb. Write down — that they hope they serve 
God : — and write God first ; for God defend but 
God should go before such villains I — Masters, it is 
proved already that you are little better than false 
knaves ; and it will go near to be thought so short- 
ly. How answer you for yourselves ^ 

Con. Marry, sir, we say we are none. 

Dogb. A marvellous witty fellow, I assure you ; 
but I will go about with him. — Come you hither, 
sirrah ; a word in your ear, sir ; 1 say to you, it is 
thought you are false knaves. 

Bora. Sir, I say to you, we are none. 

Dogb. Well, stand aside. — 'Fore God, they are 
both in a tale : have you writ down — that they are 
none i* 

Sexton. Master constable, you go not the way to 
examine ; you must call forth the watch that are 
their accusers. 

Dogb, Yea, marry, that's the cftcsl way : — Let 
the watch come forth : — Masters, I charge you, in 
the prince's name, accuse these men. 

1 Watch. This man said, sir, that Don John, 
the prince's brother, was a villain. 

Dogb. Write down — prince John a villain : — 
Why this is flat perjury, to call a prince's brother — 
villain. 

Bora. Master constable, — 

Dogb. Pray thee, fellow, peace ; I do not Uke 
thy look, I promise thee. 

Sexton. What heard you him say else.^ 

2 Watch. Marry, that he had received a thou- 
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sand ducata of Doa Jobn« for accusing the ladjr 
Hero wro^ully. 

Dogb, Flat burelaiy, as ever was committed. 

Verg. Yea, by me mass, that it is. 

Sexifm. What else, fellow ? 

1 Watch. And that count Claudio did mean, 
upon his words, to di^prace Hero befiMe the whole 
assembly, and not many her. 

Dogb. O villain ! thou wilt be condemned into 
everlasting redemption for this. 
Sfxton, What else? 

2 Watch. This is all. 

Sexton. And this is more, masters, than you can 
deny. Pi-ince John is this morning secretly stolen 
away ; Hero was in this manner accused, in this 
very manner refused, and upon the grief of this, 
suddenly died. — Master constable, let these men 
be bound, and brought to Leonato*s ; I will go 
before, and show him their examination. [Exit. 

Dogb. Come, iet them be opinioned. 

Verg. Let them be in band.' 

Con. Off, coxcomb ! 

Dogb. God's my life ! where's the sexton ? let 
him write down — the prince's officer, coxcomb.— 
Come, bind them : Thou naughty varlet ! 

Can. Away ! you are an ass, you are an ass. 

Dogb. Dost thou not suspect my place } Dost 
thou not suspect my years i* — O that he were here 
to write me down — an ass ! — but, masters, remem 
her, that I am an ass; though it be not written 
down, yet forget not that I am an ass : — No, thou 
villain, thou art full of piety, as shall be proved 
upon thee by good wimess. I am a wise fellow ; 
and, which is more, an officer ; and, which is more, 
a householder: and, which is more, as pretty a 

Eiece of flesh as any is in Mesdna ; and one that 
nows the law, go to ; and a rich felluw enough, 
go to ; and a fellow that hath had losses ; and one 

(l)Bond. 
VOL. n. E 
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that hath two gowns, and every thing handsome 
about him : — Bring lum away. O, that I had been 
writ down — an ass. [Exeunt. 



A€T V. 

SCEJ^E I. — Before Leonato*s hottse. Enter 
Lecmato and Antonio. 

Ani. If you go on thus, you will kill yourself; 
And *tis not wi^om, thus to seccMid grief 
Against yourself. 

Leon. I pray thee, cease thy counsel, 

Which falls into mine ears as profitless 
As water in a sieve : give not me counsel ; 
Nor let no comforter delight mine ear, 
But such a one whose wrongs do suit with mine. 
Bring me a father, that so lov'd his child, 
Whose joy of her is overwhelraM like mine, 
And bid him speak of patience ; 
Measure his wo the length and breadth of mine, 
And let it answer every strain for strain ; 
As thus for thus, and such a grief for such. 
In every lineament, branch, shape, and form : 
If such a one will smile, and stroke his beard ; 
Cry — aorrow, wag! and hem, when he should groan ; 
Patch grief with proverbs ; make misfortunes drunk 
With candle-wasters ; bring him yet to me, 
And I of him will gather patience. 
But there is no such man : For, brother, men 
Can counsel, and speak comfort to that grief 
Which they themselves not feel ; but, tasting it. 
Their counsel turtis to passicHi, which before 
Would give preceptial medicine to rage. 
Fetter strong madness in a silken thread. 
Charm ache with air, and agony with words : 
No, no ; 'tis all men's office to speak patience 
To those that wring under the load of sorrow ; 
But no man's virtue, nor sufficiency, 
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To be so moral, when be shall endure 

The like himttelf : therefore pve roe do counsel : 

My piefs cry louder than adverttsement^ 

Ant. Therein do men from children nothing differ. 

Lean, I pray thee, peace : I will be flesh and 
blood; 
For there wse never yet philosopher. 
That could endure thfi tooth-ach patiently ; 
However they have writ the style of godU, 
And made a pish at chance and sufferance. 

Ant. Yet bend not all the harm upon yourself: 
Make those, that do ofiend you, sufier too. 

Leon, There thou speak'st reason: nay, I will 
do so. 
My soul doth tell me, Hero is belied ; 
And that shall Claudio know, so shall the prince, 
And all of them, that thus dishonour her. 

Enter Don Pedro and Claudio. 

ArU. Here cwncs the prince, and Claudio, hastily. 

D. Pedro, Good den, good den. 

Claud. Good day to both of you. 

Leon. Hear you my lords, — 

D. Pedro, We have some haste, Leonata 

Leon, Some baste, my lord! — well, fare you 
well, my lord : — 
Are you so hasty now ? — well, all is one. 

D, Pedro, Nay, do not quarrel with us, good 
old man. 

Ant. If he could right himself with quarrelling. 
Some of us would lie low. 

Claud, Who wrongs him ? 

Leon. Marry, 

Thou, thou dost wiwig me; thou dissembler, thou:— 
Nay, never lay thy hand upon thy sword, 
I fear thee not 

Claud. MaiTy, beshi-ew my hand. 

If it should give your age such cause of fear : 

(1) Admonition. 
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In faith, mjhand meant nothing to my sword. 

Leon. Tush, tush, man, never leer and jest at me : 
I speak not like a dotard, nor a fool ; 
As, under privilege of age, to brag 
What I have done being young, or what would do, 
Were I not old : Know, Cl^cuo, to thy head. 
Thou hast so wrongM mine innocoit child and me. 
That I am forced to lay my reverence by ; 
And, with gray hairs, and bruise of many days, 
Do challenge thee to trial of a man. 
I si^, thou hast belied mine innocent child ; 
Thy slander hath gone through and through her 

heart, 
And she lies buried with her ancestors : 
O ! in a t<»nb where never scandal slept, 
Save this of her*s framed by thy villany. 

Claud. MyviHanyf 

Leon. Thine, Claudio; thine 1 say. 

D. Pedro. You say not right, old man. 

Leon. My lord, my lord, 

V\\ prove it on his body, if he dare ; 
Despite his nice fence, and his active practice,! 
His May of youth, and bloom of lusty nood. 

Claud. Away, I will not have to do with you. 

Leon. Canst thou so daff me? Thou hast'kilPd 
my child ; 
If thou kill*st me, boy, thou shalt kill a man. 

Ant. He shall kill two of us, and men indeed : 
But that's no matter; let him kill one first: — 
Win me and wear me, — let him ans^ver me, — 
Come, follow me, boy ; come, boy, follow me : — 
Sir boy, 1*11 whip you from vour foining^ fence ; 
Nay, as I am a gentleman, \ will. 

t^eon. Brother, — 

Ant. Content yourself: God knows, I lovM my 
niece; 
And she is dead, slanderM to death by villains; 
That dare as well answer a man, inde^, 



(1) Skill in fencing. 



(2) Thrusting. 
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As I dare take a serpent br the tongue : 
Boys, apes, braggarts, JacKs, milksops ! — 

Leon. Brother Antony, — 

Aril. Hold you content ; What, man ! I know 
them, yea. 
And what they weigh, even to the otnoost scruple : 
Scrambling, ont-facins^, fashion-mong^rinff boys, 
That lie, and cog, ancl fk>ut, deprave and slander, 
Go anticly, and show outward hideousness. 
And speak off half a dozen dangerous words. 
How they might hurt their eneitiies, if they durst, 
And this is all. 

Leon. But, brother Antony, — 

»^ni. Come, 'tis no matter ; 

Do not you meddle, let me deal in this. 

Z>. Pedro. Gentlemen both, we will not wake 
your jMitience. 
My heart is sorry for your daughter's death ; 
But, on my honour, she was clwirg'd with nodiing 
But what was true, and very full of proof. 

Leon. My lord, my lord, — 

J>. Pedro. I will not hear you. 

Leon. No ? — 

Brother, away : — ^I will be heard \ — 

Ant. And shall. 

Or some of us will smart for it. 

[ExewU Leonato and Antonia 

Enter Benedick. 

D. Pedro. Sec, see, here comes the man we went 
to seek. 

Claud. Now, signior ! what news ^ 

Bene. Good day, my lord. 

D. Pedro. Welcome, signior : You are almost 
c<»ne to part almost a fray. 

Claud. We had like to* have had our two noses 
snapped off with two old men without teeth. 
^ D. Pedro. lieonato and his brother: ^Vhat 
think'st thou ? Had we fought, I doubt, we should 
have been too young for them. 
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Bene. In a fabe quarrel there in no true valour. 
I came to seek you both. 

Gaud. We have been up and down to seek thee ; 
for we are high-proof melancholy, and would fain 
have it beaten away : Wilt thou use thy wit ? 

Bene, It is in my scabbard ; shall I draw it? 

D. Pedro. Dost thou wear thy wit by thy side ? 

Claud. Never any did so, though very many 
have been beside their wit — I will bid thee draw 
as we do the minstrels ; draw, to pleasure us. 

Z>. Pedro. As I am an honest man, he looks pale : 
Art thou sick or angry f 

Claud. What ! courage, man ! What though care 
killed a cat, thou hast mettle enough in thee to kill 
care. 

Bene. Sir, I shall meet your wit in the career, an 
you chaige it against me: — I pray you, choose 
another subject 

Claud. Nay, then give him another staff; this 
last was broke cross. 

X>. Pedro. By this light, he changes more and 
more : I think, he be angry indeed. 

Claud. If he be, he knows how to turn his girdle.* 

Bene. Shall I speak a word in your ear ? 

Claud. God bless me from a challenge ! 

Bene. You are a villain; I jest not :— I will make 
it good how you dare, witii what you dare, and when 
you dare : — ^Dome ri^ht, or I will protest your cow- 
ardice. You have killed a sweet lady, and her 
death shall fall heavy on you : Let me hear irom 
you. 

CUmd. Well, I will meet you, so I may have good 
cheer. 

Z>. Ptflro. What, a feast.? a feast.? 

Claud Pfaith, I thank him ; he hath bid^me to 
a calf 8-head and a capon ; the which if I do not 
carve most curiously, say, my knife's naught — Shall 
I not find a woodcock too ? 

(1) To give a challenge. (2) Invited. 
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Bene. Sir, your wit ambles well ; it goes easily. 

D. Pedro. I'll tell thee how Beatrice praised thy 
wit the other day : I said, thou hadst a fine wit ; 
2'rttc, says she, ajine little one : JVb, said I, a great 
toit ; RigM, says she, a great groaa one : JVay, said 
I, a good wit : Just, said she, U hurts nobody : 
JVVty, said I, the gentleman is toise ; Certain, said 
she, a tnse genikman : JVay, said I, he hath the 
tongues ; That I believe, said she, Jor he swore a 
thing to me on Monday mght, wmch hejbrswort 
on Tuesday morning ; there's a double tongue , 
there's two tongues. Thus did she, an hour to- 
gether, trans-shape thy particular virtues; yet, at 
last, she concluded with a sigh, tlxMi wast the 
properest man in Italy. 

CUxud. For the which she wept heartily, and 
said, she cui-ed not 

D. Pedro. Yea, that she did ; but yet, for all 
that, an if she did not hate him deadly, she would 
love him dearly : the old man^s daughter told us all. 

Claud. All, all ; and moreover, God saw him 
when he was hid in the garden. 

D. Pedro. But when shall we set the savage 
bull's horns on the sensible Benedick's head ? 

Claud. Yea, and text underneath, Here dwells 
Benedick the mxirrved man. 

Bene. Fare you well, boy ; you know my mind; 
I will leave you now to your gossip-like humour : 
you break jests as braggarts do their blades, which, 
God be thanked, hurt not — My lord, for your many 
courtesies I thank you : I must discontinue your 
company ; your brother, the bastard, is fled from 
Messina : you have, amon^ you, killed a sweet and 
innocent lady : for my lord Lack-beard, there, he 
and I shall meet ; an^ till then, peace be with him. 
[£xt7 Benedick. 

D. Pedro. He is in earnest. 

Claud. In most profound earnest ; and, I'll war 
rant you, for the love of Beatrice. 

D. PecUro. And hath challenged thee ? 
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Claud. Most sincerely. 

D, Pedro. What a pretty thin^ man is, when he 
goes in his doublet and hose, and leaves off his wit.' 

Enter Dogberry, Verges, and the Watch, with 
Ctxiradc and Borachio. 

Claud. He is then a giant to an ape : but then is 
an ape a doctor to such a man. 

D. Pedro. Cut, soft you, let be ; pluck up, my 
heart, and be sad !» Dia he not say my brother was 
fled? 

Dogb. Come, you, sir; if justice cannot tame 
vou, she shall ne'er weigh more reasons in her 
balance ; nay, an you be a cursing hypocrite (mce, 
you must be looked to. 

D. Pedro. How now, two of my brother's men 
bound ! Borachio, one ! 

Claud. Hearken to their offence, my lord I 

D. Pedro. Officers, wiiat oflfence have these men 
done!* 

Dogh. Marry, sir, they have committed false re- 
port; moreover, they have s^ken untruths; se- 
condarily, they are slanders ; sixth and lastk, they 
have belied a lady ; thirdly, they have verined un- 
just things : and, to conclude, they are lying knaves. 

D. Pedro. First, I ask thee what they have done ; 
thirdly, I ask thee what's their offence ; sixth and 
lastly, why they are committed ; and, to conclude, 
what you lay to their charge f 

Claud. Rightly reasoned, and in his own di- 
vision; and, by my troth, there's one meaning 
well suited. 

D. Pedro. Whom have you offended, mastei-s, 
that you are thus bound to your answer.^ this 
learned constable is too cunning to be understood : 
What's your offence ^ 

Bora. Sweet prince, let me go no further to 
mine answer; do you hear me, and let this count 

(1) Serious. 
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kill me. I have deceived even yoar very eyes : 
what your wisdoms could not discover, these 
shallow fools have brought to light ; who, in the 
night, overheard me confessing to this man, how 
Don John your brother incensed* me to slander the 
ladv Hero ; how you were brought into the orchai d, 
and saw me court Margaret in Hero's garments ; 
how you disgraced her, when you should marry 
her : my villany they have upon record ; which I 
had rather seal with my death, than repeat over 
to my shame : the lady is dead upon mine and my 
master's false accusation; and, briefly, I desire 
nothing but the reward of a villain. 

J). Pedro. Runs not tTiis speech like iron through 
your blood ,'* 

Claud. I have drunk poison whiles be utter'd it 

D. Pedro. But did my brother set thee on to this .* 

Bora. Yea, and pai^^e richly for the practice 
of it 

Z>. Pedro. He is composed and fram'd of trea- 
chery : — 
And fled he is upon this villany. 

Claud. Sweet Hero ! now thy image doth appear 
In the rare semblance that I loved it first 

Dogb. Come, bring away the plaintiffs ; by this 
time our SextcHi hath reformed signior Leonato of 
the matter : and masters, do not forget to specify, 
when time and place shall serve, that I am an ass. 

Verg. Here, here comes master sigm'or Leonato^ 
and the Sexton too. 

Re-enter Leonato and Antom'o, vnth the Sexton. 

Leon. Which is the villain f Let me pee his eyes ; 
That wlki I note another man like him, 
I may avoid him : Which of these is he ? 
Bora. If you would know your wronger, look on 

me. 
Leon. Art thou the slave, that with thy breath hast 
kill'd 

(I) Inched. 
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Mine innocent ciiild ? 

Bora. Yea, even I alone. 

Leon. No, not so, villain ; thou belj*st th^'self ; 
Here stand a pair of honourable men, 
A third is fled, that had a hand in it : — 
I thank jou, princes, formy daughter's death; 
Record it with your high and worthy deeds ; 
'Tvvas bravely done, if you bethink you of it. 

Claud. I know not how to pray your patience. 
Yet 1 must speak : Choose your revenge yourself; 
£mpK>se^ me to what penance your invention 
Can lay upon my sin : yet sinu'dl not, 
But in mistaking. 

D. Pedro, By my soul, nor I ; 

And yet, to satisfy this good old man, 
I would bend under any heavy weight 
That he'll enjoin me to. 

lAcm.. I cannot bid you bid my daughter lire. 
That were impossible ; but, I pray you both. 
Possess^ the people in Messina here 
How innocent she died : and, if your love 
Can labour ought in sad invention, 
Hang her tui epitaph upon her tomb. 
And sing it to her bones ; sing it to-night : — 
To-morrow morning come you to mj^ house ; 
And since you could not be my son-in-law. 
Be yet my nephew : my brother hath a daughter. 
Almost the copy of my child that's dead, 
And she alone is heir to both of us; 
Give her the right you should have given her cousin^ 
And so dies my revenge. 

Claud. O, noble sir, 

Your over-kindne^ doth wring tears from me ! 
I do embrace your offer ; and dispose |p 
For henceforth of poor Claudio. 

Leon. To-morrow then I will expect your coming; 
To-night I take my leave. — This naughty man 
Shall face to face be brought to Mai:i^ret, 

(1) Command. (2) Acquaint 
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Who, I believe, was pack'd io all this wrong, 
Hir'd to it by your brother. 

BortL No, by my tool, abe was not ; 

Nor knew not what she did, when she spoke to me ; 
But always hath been just and virtuous, 
In any tmne that I do know by her. 

Dogh. Moteorer, sir, (which, indeed, is not un- 
der white and black,) this plaintiff here, the of- 
fender, did call me ass : I breech you, let it be re- 
membered in his punishment : and also, the watch 
heard them talk of one Deformed : they say, he 
wears a key in his ear, and a lock banging by it ; 
and borrows mcmey in God's name ; tm much he 
hath used so long, and never paid, that now men 
grow hard-hearted, and will lend nothing for God's 
sake : pray you, examine him upon that point 

Leon. 1 thank thee for thy care and honest pains. 

Dogb. Your worship speaks Hke a most thankful 
and reverend youth ; and I praise God for you. 

Lewi. There's for thy pains. 

Dogb. God save the foundation ! 

Le&n. Go, I discharge thee of thy prisoner, and 
I thank thee. 

Dogb. I leave an arrant knave with your wor- 
ship ; which, I beseech your worship, to correct 
yourself, for the example of others. God keep your 
worship ; I wish your worship well ; God rest<M« 
you to nealth ? I humbly pre you leave to depart ; 
and if a merry meeting may be wished, God pro- 
hibit it — C(»ne, neigfalxnur. 

{Exeunt Dogberry^ Verges, and Watch. 
Tntil to-morrow morning, lords, ferewell. 

Ant. Farewell, my lords; we look for you to- 
morrow. 

2). Pedro. We will not fail. 

Clavd. To-night Til mourn with Hero. 

[Exeunt Don Pedro and Claudio. 

Ldom. Bring you these fellows on; we'll talk 
with Maigaret, 
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How her acquaintance grew with this lewdi fellow 

[ExevnL 

SCEJyE //.— Leonato's Garden. Enter Bene- 
dick and Margaret, meeting. 

Bene. Pray thee, sweet mistress Margaret, de- 
serve well at my hands, bj helping me to the speech 
of Beatrice. 

Marg. Will you then write me a sonnet in 
praise oif my beauty ? 

Bene. In so high a style, Margaret, that no man 
living shall come over it ; for, in most c<»nely truth, 
thou deservest it 

Marg. To have no man come over me ? why, 
shall I always keep below stairs ? 

Bene. Thy wit is as quick as the greyhound's 
mouth, it catches. 

Marg. And yours as blunt as the fencer's foils, 
which bit, but hurt not 

Bene. A most manly wit, Margaret, it will not 
hurt a woman ; and so I pray thee, call Beatrice : 
I give thee the bucklers. 

Marg. Give us the swords, we have bucklers of 
our own. 

Bene. If you use them, Margaret, you must put 
in the pikes with a vice; and they are dangerous 
weapons for maids. 

Marg. Well, 1 will call Beatrice to you, who, I 
think, hath legs. [Exit Margaret 

Bene. And therefore will ccnne. 

The god of love^ [Singing.] 

That sits above. 
And knows mr, and htoiDS nw, 
How pitiful I deserve, — 

I mean. In singing ; but in loving, — Leander the 
pood swimmer, Troilus the first employer of pan- 
uars, and a whole book full of these quondam car- 

(1) Ignorant 
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petHfnongers, whose names yet iiin smoothljr in the 
even road of a blank verse, why, they were never 
so truly turned over and over as my poor self, in 
love : Marry, I cannot show it in rhyme ; I have 
tried ; I can find out no ihyme to laajf but baby, 
an innocent rhyme ; for scorttj horn, a bard rhyme ; 
hr school, fool, a babbline rhyme; very ominous 
ending: No, I was not oom under a rhyming 
planet, nor I cannot woo in festival terms, l— 

Enter Beatrice. 

Sweet Beatrice, would*8t thou come when I called 
thee? 

Beat. Yea, signior, and depart when you bid me. • 

Bene. O, stay but till then * 

Beat Then, is spoken; £ire yon weI2 now: — 
and yet, ere I ffo, let me go with that I came 
for, which is, with knowing what hath passed be> 
tween you and Claudio. 

Bene. Only foul words; and thereupon I will 
kiss thee. 

Beat Foul words is but foul wind, and foul wind 
is but foul breath, and foul breath is noi8<nne; 
therefore I will depart unkissed. 

Bene. Thou hast frighted the word out of his 
right sense, so forcible is thy wit : But, I must tell 
thee plainly, Claudio tindergoe^ my challenge ; 
and either.! must shortly bear from him, or I will 
subscribe him a coward And, I pray thee now, 
tcll me, for which of my bad parts didst thou first 
fall in lore with me f 

Beat. For them all together ; which maintained 
so politic a stale of evil, that they will not admit 
any good part to intermin«:le with them. But for 
which of my good parts did you first suffer love 
for me .^ 

Bene. Suffer love; a good ei)ithet! I do suffer 
love, indeed, for I love thee against my will. 

(1) Holiday phrases. (2) Is subject to. 
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Beat. In spite of your heart, I think ; alas ! poot 
heart ! If you spite it for my sake ; I will spite it 
for yours ; for I will never love that which my 
friend hates. 

Beru. Thou and I are too wise to woo peaceably. 

Beat. It appears not in this confession: there's 
not one wise man among twenty that will praise 
himselC 

Bene. An old, an old instance, Beatrice, that lived 
in the time of ^ood neighbours : if a man do not 
erect in this age his own tomb ere he dies, he shall 
live no lon^ in moDument» than the bell rings, 
and the widow weeps. 
■ Beat. And how fonr is that, think ^ou? 

Bene. Question ? — ^Whv, an hour in clamour, 
and a quarter in riieum : Therefore it ismo6texpe« 
dient ror the wise (if Don Worm, his c<»iscieiK!e, 
find no impediment to the contraiy,) to be the 
trumpet of his own virtues, as I am to myself: So 
much for praising myself (who, I myself will bear 
witness, is praiseworthy,) and now tell me. How 
doth your cousin? 

Beat, Verv ill 

Bene. Ana how do you ? 

Beat. Very ill too. 

Bene. Serve God, love me, and mend : there 
will I leave you too, for here comes one in haste. 
Enter Ursula. 

Vrs. Madam, you must come to your uncle ; 
yonder*s old coil' at home : it is proved my lady 
Hero hath been falsely accused, the prince and 
Claudio mightily abused; and Don Jc^n is the 
author of all, who is fled and gone : will you cwne 
presently ? 

Beat. Will you go hear this news, signior ? 

Bene. I will live in thy heart, die in Ay lap, and 
be buried in thy eyes ; and, moreover, I will ga 
with thee to thy uncle's. [Exeunt, 

;i) Stir. 
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SCEJS'E III— The inside qf a church. Enter 
Don Pedro, Claudio, and attendanUy with music 
and tapers, 

Claud. Is this the monument of Leonato ? 

Atien. It is, my lord. 

Claud. [Reads from a scfotl] 

Done to death by slanderous tongues. 

Was the Hero ^t here lies : 
Deathf in guerdon^ of her torones. 
Gives her fame vshidi never dtes: 
So the life, that died vOh sheuu. 
Lives in death with gkriimt fame. 

Hang thou thert%tp<in the tomb^ [Afikingit 
Praising her when lam dumb. — 

Now, music, sound, and sing your solenm hjmn. 

SONG. 

Pardon, Goddess qf the night, 
Those thai slew thy virgin knight ; 
For the which, with songs qf wo. 
Round about her ton^ they go. 

Midnight, tissist our moan ; 

Help us to sigh and groan. 
Heavily, heavily: 

Graves, yawn, and yield your dead, 

TiU death be uttered. 
Heavily, heaoHy, 

Claud. Now, unto thy bones good night ! 

Yearly will I do this rite. 
D. Pedro. Good morrow, masters; put your 
torches out : 
The wolres have prey'd ; and look, the gen- 
tle dav. 
Before the wheels of Phoebus, round about 
Dapples the drowsy east with spots of gray : 

(1) Reward. 
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Thanks to you all, and leave us ; fare you well. 
Claud. Good morrow, masters ; each his several 

way. 
D. Pedro. Come, let us hence, and put on other 
weeds: 
And then to Leonafo's we will go. 
Claud. And, Hymen, now with luckier issue 
speeds, 
Than this, for whom we render^ up this wo ! 

[Exeunt 

SCEJSTE IV.^A room in Leonato's Aotw«. En- 
ier Leonato, Antonio, Benedick, Beatrice, Ur- 
sula, Friar, and Hero. 

Friar. Did I not tell you she was inrjocent ? 

Leon. So are the prince andClaudio, who accus'd 
her. 
Upon the error that you heard debated : 
But Margaret was in some feult for this; 
Although against her will, as it appears 
In the true course of all the question. 

Ant. Well, I am glad that all things sort so well. 

Bene. And so am 1, being else by faith enforced 
To call young Claiidio to a reckoning for it. 

Leon. Well, daughter, and you gentlewomen all. 
Withdraw into a chamber by yourselves ; 
And when I send for you, come hi^er mask'd : 
The prince and Claudio promis'd by this hour 
To visit me : — You know your office, brother; 
You must be father to your brother's daughter, 
And give her to young Claudio. [Exeunt Ladies. 

Ant. Which I will dio with confirmed countenance. 

Bene. Friar, I must entreat your pains, I think. 

Friar. To do what, signior.^ 

Bene. To bind me, or undo me, one of them.-^ 
Signior Leonato, truth it is, good signior, 
Your niece regards me with an eye of favour. 

Ijeon. That eye my daughter lent her ; »Ti« most 
true. 

Bene. And I do with an eye of love requite her. 
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Leon. The sight whereof, I think, jou had from 
me. 
From Claudio, and the prince ; Bat what*8 youf 
will? 

Sene. Your answer, sir, is oiigmatical ; 
But, for my will, my will is, your good will 
May stand with ours, this day to be conjoint 

In the estate of honourable marriage ; 

In which, eood friar, I shall desire your help. 

Ijeon, My heart is with your liking. 
„-^"«'*- , And my help. 

Here comes the pnnce, and Claudia 

Enter Don Pedro and Claudio, with attendants. 

D, Pedro. Good morrow to this feir assembly. 

Xmui, Good morrow, prince; good morrow, 
Claudb ; 
We here attend you ; are you vet determin'd 
To^y to many with my brother's daughter ? 

Claud. I'll hold my mind, were she an Ethiope. 

I^n. Call her forth, brother, here's the friar 
te^df. [Exit kniaaxo. 

D. Pedro. Good morrow. Benedick : Why, what's 
the matter, ' • 

That you have such a Februaiy fece, 
So full of frost, of storm, anddoudiness? 

Claud. I think, he thinks upon the savage bull :— 
Tush, fear not, man, well tip thy horns with gold. 
And all Europa diall reioice at thee ; 
As once Europa did at lusty Jare^ 
When he would play the noble beast in love, 

.Bctw. Bull Jove, sir, had an amiable low ; 
And some such strange bull leap'd your fother's 

cow. 
And got a calf m that same noble feat, 
Much like to you, for you have just his bleat 

Re-enter Antom'o, toiih the Ladies mashed. 
Claud. For this I owe you : here come other 

reckcnings. 
VOL. II. F 



Digitized by VnOOQ IC 



S2 MUCH ADO Ad K 

Which is the lady I must seize upon ? 

Ant. This same is she, and I uo give you her. 

Claud. Why, then she*8 mine : Sweet, let me see 
your face. 

Leon. No, that you shall not, till you take her hand 
Before this friar, and swear to many her. 

Claud. Give me your hand before this holy friar ; 
I am your husband, if you like of me. 

Hero. And when I lived, I was your other wife : 

[Unmasking. 

And when you loved, you were my omer husband. 

Claud. Another Hero? 

Hero. Nothing certainer : 

One Hero died defiPd ; but I do live. 
And, surely as I live, [ am a maid. 

D. Pedro. The fonner Hero ! Hero that is dead ! 

Leon. She died, my lord, but whiles her slauder 
liv*d. 

Friar. All this amazement can I qualify ; 
When, after that the holy rites are ended, 
ril tell you largely of fair Hero's death: 
Mean time, let wonder seem familiar, 
And to the chapel let us presently. 

Bene. Soft and fair, friar.— Which is Beatrice ? 

Beat. I answer to that name ; \Unmnskmg.'\ 
What is your will ? 

Bene. Do not you love me ? 

Beat. No, no more than reason. 

Bent. Why, then your uncle, and the prince, 
andfClaudio, 
Have been deceived ; for they swore 3'ou did. 

Beat. Do not you love me r 

Bent» No, no more than reason. 

BeaL Why then, my cousin, Margaret, and 
Ursula, 
Arft much deceived ; for they did swear you did. 

Bene. They swore that you were almost sick for 
me. 

Beat. They swore that you were well-nigh dead 
forme. 
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Bene. *Ti8 no such matter : — Then, yoa do not 
love me ? 

Beat. No, truly, but in fjiendljr recompense. 

Leon. Come, cousin, I am sure you love the 
gentleman. 

Claud. And Til be sworn upon% that he Imes 
her; 
For here's a paper, vrritten in his hand, 
A halting soimet of his own pure brain, 
FashionM to Beatrice. 

Hero. And here's another, 

Writ in my cousin's hand, stolen from her pocket. 
Containing her affection unto Benedick. 

Bene. A miracle .' here's our own hands against 
our hearts .' — Come, I will have thee ; but, by this 
light, I take thee for pty. 

Beat I would not deny, you ; — but, br this good 
day, I yield upc»i great persuasion ; and, partly, to 
save your life, for I was told you were in a consump- 
tion. 

Bene. Peace, I will stop your mouth. — 

[Kissing her. 

D. Pedro. How dost thou. Benedick the married 
man? 

Bene. I'll tell thee what, prince; a college of wit- 
crackers cannot flout me out of my humour : dost 
thou think, I care for a satire, or an epigram ; No : 
if a man will be beaten with brains, he shall wear 
nothing handsome about him : In brief, since I do 
propose to marry, I will think nothing to any pur- 
pose that the world can say against it ; and there- 
fore never flout at me for what I have said against 
it ; for man is a giddy thing, and this istny conclu- 
iion. — For thy part, Claudio, I did think \o have 
beaten thee ;* but in that^ thou art like to be my 
kinsman, live unbruised, and love my cousin. 

Clatid. I had well hoped, thou would'st have de- 
fued Beatrice, that I might have cudgelled thee out 

(1) Because. 
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of thy single life, to make thee a double dealer; 
which, out of question, thou wilt be, if my couan 
do not look exceeding narrowly to thee. 

Bene, Come, come, we are friends :— let's have 
a dance ere we are married, that we may h'ghten 
our hearts, and our wives' heels. 

Leon. We'll have dancin^^ afterwards. 

Bene. First, o' my word ; therefore, play, mu- 
sic.— Prince, thou art sad; get thee a wife, get 
thee a wife : there is no staflf more reverend t^oi 
one tipped with horn. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My lord, your brother John is ta'en in 
flight, 
And brou^rht with armed men back to Messina. 

Bern. Think not on him till to-morrow; I'll de- 
vise thee brave punishments for him.^Strike up, 
pipers. [Dance. 

[Elxeimt. 



This play may be justly said to contain two of 
the most sprightly characters that Shakspeare ever 
drew. The wit, the humourist, the gentleman, 
and the soldier, are. combined in Benedick. It is to 
be lamented, indeed, that the first and most splen- 
did of these distinctions, is disgraced by unneces- 
sary profaneness ; for the goodness of his heart is 
hardly sufficient to atone for the license of his 
tongue. The too sarcastic levity, which flashes out 
in the conversation of Beatrice, may be excused 
on account of the steadiness and friendship so ap- 
parent in her behaviour, when she urges her lover 
to risk his life by a challenge to Claudia In the 
conduct of the fable, however, there is an imper- 
fection similar to that which Dr. Johnson has point- 
ed out in The Merry Wives qf Windsor .—the 
second contrivance is loss ingenious than the first • 
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or, to speak more plainlj, the same incident is be- 
come stale by repetition. I wish some other method 
had been found to entrap Beatrice, than that very 
one which be£)re had been successfully practised on 
Benedick. 

Much Ado About J^othing (as I understand 
from one of Mr. Vertue*s MSS.) formerly passed 
under the title of Benedick and Beatrix. * lieming 
the player received, on the 20th of May, 1613, the 
sum of forty pounds, and twenty pounds more as 
his majesty's gratuity, for exhibitms' six plays at 
Hampton Court, among which was £18 comedy. 
STEEVENS. 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED. 

Theseus, duke qf Athens, 

E^uSffcUher to Hermia, 

Lysander, ) 

Demetrius, J ^ ^* "^^^ ^-^'^"«- 

Philoetrate, master of the revels to Theseus. 

Quince, tfie carpenter. 

Snug, the joiner. 

Bottom, the weaver. 

Flute, the bellows-mender. 

Snout, the tinker, 

StarveUng, the tailor, 

Hippolyta, queen qf the Amaxona^ betrothed io 

Theseus, 
Hermia^ daughter to Egeus, in love vnih Lysander 
Helena, in love with Demetrius, 

Oberon, king of the fairies, 

Titania, queen qf the fairies. 

Puck, or Robin Good-fellow, o fairy, 

Peas-blossoin, ^ 

Cobweb, f ^ . . 

Moth, (/«•"«• 

Mustard-seed, j 

Pyramus, N 

Thisbe, § ^ . , . , , 

WalL > ^^*****"^'*'^ *** ^ tnlermde, per' 

Moonshine,( formed by the Ooums, 

Liorif y 

Other fairies attending their king and queen. 
Attendants on Thesetts and Hippoh/ta, 

Scene, Athens^ and a wood not far from it. 
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ACT I. 

SCEIATE L— Athens. A room in the palace qf 
Thesem. Enter Theseus, Hippoljta, Fhilot- 
trate, cmd attendants, 

Theseus. 

iS OW, fwr Hippoly ta, our nuptial hour 
Draws on apace ; four happj days bring in 
Another moon : but, oh, methinks, how slow 
This old moon wanes ! she lingers my desires, 
Like to a step-dame, or a dowager. 
Long withenng out a Toung man's revenue. 

Hip, Four oays will quickly steep themselves in 
nights; 
Four nights will quickly dream away the time; 
And th«i ths moon, like to a silver bow 
New bent in heaven, shall behold the uight 
Of our solemnities. 

The, Go, Philostrate, 

Stir up the Athenian youth to merriments ; 
Awake the pert and nimble sprit of mirth ; 
Turn melancholy forth to funerals. 
The pale companion is not for our pomp. — 

[Exit Philostrate 
Hippolyta, I woo'd thee with my sword. 
And won thy love, doing thee injuries ; 
But I will wed thee in another key, 
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With pomp, with triumph,! and with reYelling. 
Enter Egeus, Hermia, Lysander, and Demetrius. 

Ege, Happy be Theseus, our renowned duke ! 

The, Thanks, good Egeus: what's the news 
with thee ? 

Ege. Full of vexation come I, with complaint 
Against my child, my daughter Hermia. — 
Stand forth, Demetrius ; — My noble lord. 
This man hath my consent to many her : — 
Stand forth, Lysander ; — and, my gracious duke, 
This hath bewitch'd the bosom of my child : 
Thou, thou, Lysander, thou hast given her rhymes. 
And interchanged love-tokens with my child : 
Thou hast by moon-light at her window sung. 
With feigning voice, verses of feiming love ; 
And storn the impressic» of her rantasy 
With bracelets of thy hair, rings, gawds,^ conceits. 
Knacks, trifles, nosegays, sweet-meats; messengers. 
Of strong prevaibnent in unhardenM youth : 
With cunnmg hast thou filch'd my daughter's heart ; 
Tum'd her (S)edience, which is due to me, 
To stubborn harshness : — and, my gracious duke. 
Be it so she will not here before your grace 
Consent to marry with Demetrius, 
I beg the ancient privilege of Athens; 
As she is mine, I may dispose of her : 
Which shall be either to this gentleman. 
Or to her death ; according to our law, 
Immediately provided in that case. 

The. What say you, Hermia ? be advis'd, fair maid: 
To you your father should be as a god ; 
One that composed your beauties ; yea, and one 
To whom you are but as a form in wax. 
By him imprinted, and within his power 
To leave the figure, or disfigure it. 
Demetrius is a worthv gentleman. 

Her. So is Lysander. 

(1) Shows. (2) Baubles. 
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The, In himself he is : 

But, in this kind, wanting jour father** voice, 
The other must be held tne worthier. 

Her, I would my fother Io(^*d but with mj eyes 

The, Rather your eyes most with his juclgroent 
look. 

Her, I do entreat your grace to pardon me. 
I know not by what power I am made bold ; 
Nor how it may concera my modesty, 
In such a presence here, to {dead my thoughts : 
But I beseech your grace that I may know 
The worrt that may be&l roe in this case. 
If I refuse to wed Demetrius. 

The, Either to die the death, or to abjure 
For ever the society of men. 
Therefore, fair Hermia, question your desires, 
Know of your youth, examine well your blood, 
Whether, if you yield not to your &ther*s choice. 
You can endure the livery of a nun ; 
For aye^ to be in shady cloister mew*d. 
To live a barren sister all your life, 
Chanting faint hymns to the cold fruitless moon. 
Thrice blessed they, that master so their blood, 
To undeigo such maiden pilgrima^ : 
But earthUcr dappy is the rose distilPd, 
Than that, which, withering on the virgin thorn, 
Grows, lives, and dies, in single blesseoaess. 

Her, So will I grow, so live, so die, my k)rd, 
Ere I will yield my virgin patent up 
Unto his lordship, whose unwished yoke 
My soul consents not to give sovereignty. 

T%t. Take time to pause . and, by tfate next new 
moon 
(The sealing-day betwixt my love and me. 
For everlasting bond of fellowship,) 
Upon that day either prepare to die. 
For disobedience to your Other's will ; 
Or else, to wed Dfonetrius, as he would : 

(1) Ever. 
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Or on Diana's altar to protest, 
For aye, austerity and single life. 
Dem. Relent, sweet Hermia ; — And, Lysander, 
yield 
Thy crazed title to my certain right. 



And what is mine my love shall render him ; 
And she is mine ; and all my right of her 
I do estate unto Demetrius. 

Lys. I am, my lord, as well deriv'd as he. 
As well possessM ; my love is more than his ; 
My fortunes every way as fairly rank'd, 
If not with vantage, as Demetrius* ; 
And, which is more than all these boasts can be, 
I am belovM of beauteous Hermia : 
Why should not I then prosecute my right f 
Demetrius, PIl avouch it to his head. 
Made love to Nedar's daughter, Helena, 
And won her soul ; and sh^, sweet lady, dotes, 
Devoutly dotes, dotes in idolatry, 
ITpon this spotted' and inconstant man. 

The. I must confess, that I have heard so much. 
And with Demetrius thought to have spoke thereof; 
But, being over-full of self-affairs. 
My mind did lose it — ^But, Demetrius, come ; 
And come, Egeus ; you shall go with me, 
I have some private schooling for you both. — 
For you, fair Hermia, look you arm yourself 
To fit your fancies to your father's will ; 
Or else the law of Athens yield you up 
(Which by no means we may extenuate,) 
To death, or to a vow of single life.— 
Come, my Hippolyta; what cheer, my love f — 
Demetrius, ana Egeus, go along : 
1 must employ you in some business 
Against our nuptial ; and confer with you 

(1) Wicked. 
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Of something nearly that concenis yourselves. 

Ege. With duW, and desire we foUotv you. 
[Exeunt Thes. Hip. Ege. Dem. and train, 

Lys. How now, my love ? Why is your check 
80 pale? 
How chance the roses there do fade so fast ? 

Her. Belike for want of rain ; which I could well 
Beteem them^ from the tempest of mine eyes. 

Lys. Ah me ! for aught that ever I could read. 
Could ever hear by tale or history, 
The course of true love never did run smooth : 
But, either it was different in blood ; 

Her. O cross .' too high to be enthrallM to low .' 

Lys. Or else miss^ra£fed, in respect of years ; 

//er. O spite I too old to be en£ag*d to young: ! 

Lys. Or else it stood upon the cnnce of friends : 

Her. O hell .' to choose love by another's eye ! 

Lys. Or, if there were a sympathy in choice. 
War, death, or sickness did lay siege to it; 
Making it momentarv as a sound. 
Swift as a shadow, short as any dream ; 
Brief as the lightning in the collied^ night. 
That, in a spleen, unfolds both heaven and earth, 
And ere a man hath power to say, — ^Behdd ! 
The jaws of darkness do devour it up : 
So quick bright thines ccme to ccnfuskm. 

Her. If thesx true lovers have been ever crossed. 
It stands as an edict in destiny : 
Then let us teach our trial patience. 
Because it is a customary cross ; 
As due to love, as thoughts, and dreams, and 

Wishes, and tears, poor fancy V followers. 
Lys. A good persuasion; therefore, bear me, 
Hermia. 
I have a widow aunt, a dowager 
Of great revenue, and she hath no child : 
From Athens is her house remote seven leagues ; 

(1) Give, bestow. (2) Black. (3) Lovers. 
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And she respects me as her only wm. 
There, gentle Hermia, may I niarr^ thee ; 
And to Uiat place the sharp Athenian law 
Cannot pursue us : if thou lov'st me then, 
Steal forth thy father's house to-morrow m'ght ; 
And in the wood, a league without the town. 
Where I did meet thee once with Helena, 
To do observance to a mom of May, 
There will I stay for thee. 

Her, My good Lysandcr ! 

I swear to thee, by Cupid's strongest bow ; 
By his best arrow with the golden head ; 
By the simplicity of Venus' doves ; 
By that which knitteth souls, and prospers loves ; 
And by that fire which bnrn'd the Carthage queen, 
When the false Trojan under sail was seen ; 
By all HoQ vows that ever men have broke. 
In number more than ever women spoke ; — 
In that same place thou hast appointed me. 
To-morrow truly will I meet i^^fth thee. 

Lys. Keep promise, love: look, here comes 
Helena. 

Enter Helena. 

Her. God speed fair Helena ! Whither awa^? 

Hel, Call you me fair? that fair again unsay. 
Demetrius loves your fair : O happy fair ! 
Your eyes are lode-stars ;i and your tongue's sweet 

air 
More tuneable than lark to shepherd's ear, 
When wheat is green, when hawthorn buds appear. 
Sickness is catching ; O were favoui^ so ! 
Yours would I catch, fair Hermia, ere I go; 
My ear should catch your voice, my eye your eye, 
My tongue shouldcatch yourtongue'ssweetmelody. 
Were the world mine, Demetrius being bated. 
The rest I'll give to be to you translated. 
O, teach me how you look ; and with what art 



(1) Pole-stars. 



(2) Countenance. 
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You 8way the motioa of Demetrius* heart 

Her. l frown upon him, yet he loves me still. 

HeL O, that your frowns would teach my nnilet 
such skill ! 

Her. I give him curses, yet he eives me love. 

Hd. O, that my prayers could such afl^tioo 
move! 

Her. The more I hate, the more he follows me. 

HeL The more I love, the more he hateth me. 

Her. His folly, Helena, is no fault of mine. 

Hel. None, l^t. your beauty ; 'would that faidt 
were mine .' 

Her. Take comfort; he no more shall see my 
face; 
Lysander and myself will fly this place.- 
B^fore the time I did Lysander see, 
Seem'd Athens as a paradise to me : 
O then, what graces in my love do dwell. 
That he hath tumM a heaven unto hell ! 

Ijys. Helen, to you our minds we will unfold : 
To-morrow night when Phoebe doth behold 
Her silver visage in the wat*ry glass, 
Decking with liquid pMearl the bladed grass 
(A time that lovers' flights doth still conceal,) 
Through Athens' gates have we devis'd to steaL 

Jfer. And in the wood, where often you and I 
Upon faint primrose*beds were wont to lie. 
Emptying our bosoms of their counsel sweet : 
There my Lysander and myself shall meet : 
And thence, from Athens, turn away our eyes. 
To seek new friends and stranger companies. 
Farewell, sweet playfellow ; pray thou for us. 
And good luck grant thee thy Demetrius ! 
Keep word, Lysander : we must starve our sight 
From lovers' food, till morrow deep midnight. 

[Exit Hermia. 

Lys. I will, my Hermia. — ^Helena, adieu : 
As you on him, Demetrius dote on you ! 

[Exit Lysander. 

Hel. How happy some, o'er other swne can be . 
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Through Athens I am thought as fair as she. 

But what of that ? Demetrius thinks not so ; 

He will not know what all but he do know. 

And as he errs, doting on Hermia^s eyes, 

So I, admiring of his qualities^ 

Things base and vile, holding no quantity, 

Love can transpose to form and dignity. 

Love looks not with the eyes, but with tiie mind ; 

And therefore is winged Cupid painted blind : 

Nor hadi love's mind of any judgment taste; 

Wings, and no eyes, figure unheedy haste : 

And therefore is love said to be a child, 

Because in choice he is so oft b^uil'd. 

As waggish boys in game* themselves forswear. 

So the boy love is perjurM every where : 

For ere Demetrius look*d on Hermia*s eyne,^ 

He hailM down oaths, that he was oa\y mine ; 

And when this hail some heat from Hermia felt. 

So he dissolved, and showers of oaths did melt 

I will go tell him of fair Hermia's flight : 

Then to the wood will he, to-morrow night, 

Pursue her; and for this intelligence 

If I have thanks, it is a dear expense : 

But herein mean I to enrich my pain. 

To have his sight thither, and back again. [Exit. 

SCEJ^TE II.—The same, A room in a Cottage. 
Enter Snug, Bottom, Flute, Snout, Quince, and 
Starveling. 

Quin. Is all our company here? 

Bot. You were best to call them generally, man 
by man, according to the scrip. 

Quin. Here is me scroll oTevenr man's name, 
which is thought fit, through all Athens, to play in 
our interlude before the duke and duchess, on his 
wedding-day at niffht. 

Bot. First, good Peter Quince, say what the 

(1) Sport. (2) Eyes. 
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play treats on ; dien read the names of the acton ; 
ana so grow to a point 

Quth. Many, our play is — ^The most lamenta- 
ble comedy, and most cruel death of Pyramos and 
Thisby. 

Bot^A very good piece of work, I assure you, 
and a merry. — Now, good Peter Quince, call fcrth 
your actors by the scroll : Masters, spread your- 
selves. 

Quin, Answer, as I call you. — ^Nick Bottom, 
the weaver. 

£ot Ready : name what part I am for, and pro- 
ceed. 

Quin. You, Nick Bottom, arc set down for Pyra- 
mus. 

Bot. What is Pyramus ? a lover, or a tyrant ? 

Quin. A k>ver, that kills himself mast gallantly 
for love. 

£ot. That will ask some tears in the true per- 
forming of it : If I do it, let the audience look to 
their eyes ; I will move storms, I will condole in 
some measure. To the rest : — ^Yet my chief hu- 
mour is for a tyrant : I could play Ercles rarely, 
or a part to tear a cat in, to indce all split 
** The raging rocks, 
" With shivering shocks, 
" Shall break the locks 

" Of prison-gates : 
" And Phibbus' car 
*< Shall shine from far, 
*' And make and mar 
" The foolish fates.** 
This was lofly ! — ^Now name the rest of the play- 
ers. — ^This is Ercles* vein ; a tyrant's vein ; a lover 
is more condoling. 

Quin. Francis Flute, the bellows-mender. 

FltL Here, Peter Quince. 

Quin, You must take Thisby on you. 

Flu. What is Thisby .•* a wandering knight ? 

Quin. It is the lady that Pyroinus must love. 

voi. n. G 
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Flu, Nay, faith, let me not play a woman ; X 
have a beard coining. 

Quin. That's all one; you shall play it in a 
mask, and you may speak as small as you will. 

Bot. An I may hide my face, let me play Thisby 
too : Pll speak in a monstroos little voice ; — This- 
fu, Thisne, — Ahj PyramuSj my lover deSr; thy 
Thisby dear! and utdy dear ! 

Qum. No, no; you must play Pyramus, and. 
Flute, you Thisby. 

Bot. Well, proceed. 

Quin. Robin Starveling, the tailor. 

Star. Here, Peter Quince. 

Quin. Robin Starveling, you must play Thisby's 
mother. — Tom Snout, the tinker. 

Snout. Here, Peter Quince. 

Quin. You, Pyramus's hiher ; myself^ Thisby's 
fatbier ; — Snuf , me joiner, you, the lion*8 part :— 
and, I hope, here is a play fitt^L 

Snug. Have you the lion's part written ? pray 
you, if it be, give it me, for I am slow of stuav. 

Quin. You may do it ex&mpore, for it is nothing 
but roaring. 

Jfol. Let me play the lion too : I will roar, that 
I will do any man's heart good to hear mc ; I will 
roar, that I will make the duke say, Lei him roar 
againj Let him roar again. 

Quin. An you should do it too terribly, you 
would fright the duchess and the ladies, that they 
would shriek ; and that were enough to hang us all. 

AIL That would han^ us every mother's son. 

jBot. I grant you, friends, if that you should 
fright the ladies out of their wits, they would have 
no more discretion but to han^ us ; but I will ag- 
gravate my voice so, that I will roar you as gently 
as any sucking dove ; I will roar you an^ 'twere 
any nightingale. 

Qum. You can play no part but Pyramus : for 

(1) As if. 
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Pyramas is a sweet-faced roan ; a proper man, as 
one shall see in a summer's day ; a most lovely, 
gentleman-like man; therefore jou must needs 
plaj Pyramus. 

Bot. Well, 1 will undertake it What beard 
were I best to play it in ? 

Quin. Why, what you will. 

Bot. I will discharge it in either your straw- 
coloured beard, vour orange-tawny beard, your 
purple-in-grain beard, or your French-cmwn- 
colour beard, your perfect yellow. 

Quin. Some of your French crowns have no hair 
at all, and then you will play bare-faced. — But, 
masters, here are your ]»rts : and I am to entreat 
you, request you, and desire you, to con them bv 
to-morrow night : and taeet me in the palace woo<i, 
a mile without the town, by moon-light ; there will 
we rehearse : for if we me«t in the city, we shall 
^ dogg*d with company, and our devices known. 
In the mean time I will draw a bill of properties,' 
such as our play wants. I pray you, fail me not. 

Bot. We will meet ; and there we may rehearse 
more obscenely, and courageously. Take pains; 
be perfect; adieu. 

Quin. At the duke's oak we meet 

Bot. Enough ; Hold, or cut bow-strings.3 [Exe. 



ACT II. 

SCEJSTE L—A wood near Athens. Enter a Faiiy 
at one door., and Puck at another. 
Puck. How now, spirit ! whither wander you ? 
Fdi. Over hill, over dale, 

Thorough bush, thorough brier, 
Over park, over pale. 

Thorough flood, thorough fire, 

(1) Articles required in performinic a play. 

(2) At all events. 
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I do wander every where, 
Swifter than the mooncs sphere ; 
And I serve the fairy queen, 
To dew her orbs^ upon the greeu : 
The cowslips tall her pensioners be \ 
In their gold coats spots you see ; 
Those be rubies, fairy favours. 
In those freckles live their savours : 
I must go seek some dew-drops here. 
And hang a pearl in every cowslip's ear. 
Farewell, thou lob2 of spirits, PU be gone ; 
Our queen and all her elves come here anon. 

Puck. The king doth keep his revels here to-night; 
Take heed, the queen come not within Jiis sight 
For Oberon is passing fell and wrath, 
Because that she, as her attendant, hath 
A lovely boy, stol'n from an Indian king; 
She never had so sweet a changeling : 
And iealous Oberon would have the child 
Knight of his train, to trace the forests wild : 
But she, perforce, withholds the loved boy, 
Crowns him with flowers, and makes him all her 

joy: 
And now they never meet in grove, or green. 
By fountain clear, or spangled star-light sheen.' 
But they do square \* that all their elves, for fear, 
Creep into acorn cups, and hide them there. 
Fai. Either I mistake your shape and makmg 
quite. 
Or else you are that shrewd and knavish sprite, 
CallM Robin Good-fellow : are you not he, 
That fright the maidens of the villageiy ; 
Skim milk ; and sometimes labour in tlie quern,* 
And bootless make the breathless housewife chum ; 
And sometime make the drink to bear no barm;^ 
Mislead night-wanderers, laughing at their harm . 
Those that Hobgoblin call you, and sweet Puck, 

(1) Circles. (2) A term of contempt 

(3) Shining. (4) QuaiTel. (5) Mill. (6) Yeast 
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You do their work, and thej shall have good luck: 
Are not you he ? 

Fuck. Thoospeak'starieht; 

I am that merry wanderer of the night. 
I jest to Oberon, and make him smile, 
When I a fat and bean-fed hwse bc^Ie, 
Neighing in likeness of a filly foal : 
And sometime lurk I in a g08sip*s bowl, 
In very likeness of a roasted crab ;» 
And, when she drinks, against her lips I bob, 
And on her withered dew-lap pour the ale. 
The wisest aunt, telh'ng the saddest tale. 
Sometime for three-foot stool mistaketh me : 
Then slip I from her bum, down topples she, 
And tailor cries, and falls into a cough ; 
And then the whole quire hold their hips, and Iodic ; 
And waxen in their mirth, and neeze, and swear 
A merrier hour was never wasted there. — 
But room, Faery, here comes Oberon. 

Fat. And here my mistress : — ^'Would that he 
were gone ! 

SCEJSTE n.-^Enter Oberon, ai one door, with 
his train, and Titania, at another, toith hers, 
Ohe, 111 met by moon-light, proud Titania. 
Tita. What, jealous Oberon ? Fairy, skip hence ; 
I have forsworn his bed and company. 
^ Obe. Tarry, rash wanton ; Am not I thy lord f 
' Tita. Then I must be thy lady : But I know 
When thou hast stol'n away from fairy land, 
And in the shape of Corin sat ail day. 
Playing on pipes of com, and versing lore 
To amorous Phillida. Why art thou here, 
Come from the farthest steep of India ? 
But that forsooth, the bouncing Amazcm, 
Your buskin^d mistress, and your warrior love, 
To Theseus must be wedded ; and you come 
To give their bed joy and prosperity. 

(1) Wild apple. 
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Obe. How canst thou thus, for ^ame, Titania, 
Glance at my credit with Hippoljrta, 
Knowing I know thy love to Theseus ? 
Didst thou not lead him through the glimmering 

night 
From Perigenia, whom he ravished? 
And make him with fair £gle break his faith, 
"With Ariadne, and Antiopa ? 

Tito, These are the forgeries of jealousy ; 
And never, nnce the middle summer's sprii^, 
Met we on hill, in dale, forest, or mead. 
By paved fountain, or by rushy brodc, 
Or (Ml the beached margent of the sea, 
To dance our ringlets to the whis^t^ wind. 
But with thy brawls thou hast disturbed our sport 
Therefore me winds, piping to us in vain, 
As in revenge, have suck'd up frc»n the sea • 
Contagious fc^ ; which falling in the land. 
Have every peltingl n^er made so proud, 
That they have overborne their contii^nts :2 
The ox hath therefore stretch'd his yoke in vain, 
The ploughman lost his sweat ; and the green com 
Hath rotted, ere his youth attained a beard : 
The fold stands empty in the drowned field. 
And crows are fatted with the murrain flock ; 
The nine men's morris^ is fill'd up with mud ; 
And the quaint mazes in the wanton green 
For lack of tread, are undistinguishable : 
The human mortals want their winter here ; 
No night is now with hymn or carol blest : — 
Therefore the moon, the governess of floods, 
Pale in her anger, washes all the air. 
That rheumatic diseases do abound : 
And thorough this distemperature, we see 
The seasons alter : hoair-headed frosts 
Fall in the fresh lap of me crimson rose ; 
And on old Hyems' chin, and icy crown, 

(1) Petty. (2) Banks which contain them. 
(3) A game played by boys. 
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An odorous chaplet of sweet summer buds 
Is, as in mockery, set : The spring, the summer. 
The cbildingi autnou, angry winter, chai^ 
Their wonted liveries ; and the 'mazed world. 
By their increase,^ now knows not which is whkh : 
And this same prc^eny of evils comes 
From our debate, from our diasoisioa ; 
We are their parents and originaL 

Obe. Do you amend it then ; it Ues in yoi . 
Why should Titania cross her Oberoa ? 
I do but beg a little changeling boy. 
To be my henchman.' 

Tito. Set jour heart at nat. 

The &iiT land buys not the child of me. 
His mother was a vot'ress of my order: 
And, in the spiced Indian air, by n^fat, 
Full often hath she gossiped by my side ; 
And sat with me on Neptune's yellow sands. 
Marking the embarked traders on the flood ; 
When we have laugh'd to see the toils conceive. 
And now big-belled, with the wanton wind : 
Which she, with pretty and with swimming gait 
(Following her womb, then rich with my young 

^uire,) 
Would imitate ; and sail upon &e land, 
To fetch me tr^Qes, and return again, 
As from a voyage, rich with merchandise. 
But she, being mortal, of that boy did die ; 
And, for her sake, I do rear up her boy : 
And, for her sake, I will not part with him. 

Obe, How long within tiiis wood intend you stay ? 

Tiia, Perchance, till after Theseus' wedding-day. 
If you will patently dance in our round. 
And see our moon-Ught revels, go with us ; 
If not, diun me, and I will spare your haunts. 

Obe. Give me that boy, and I will go with thee. 

TUa. Not for thy kingdom. — ^Fairies, away : 

(1) Autumn producing fbwers unseasonably. 

(2) Produce. (3) Page. 
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We shall chide downright, if I longer stay. 

[Exeunt Titania, and her train, 

Obe. Well, go thy way : thou ahaltnot from this 
grove, 
Till I torment thee for this injury^ 
My gentle Puck, come hither : Thou lemember'st 
Since once I sat upon a prtHnontorv, 
And heard a mermaid, on a dolphin's back. 
Uttering such dulcet and harmonious breaUi, 
That the rude sea grew civil at her song; 
And certain stars shot madly from their spheres, 
To hear the sea-maid's music. 

Ptu:k. I remember. 

Obe, That veiy time I saw (but thou could'st not,) 
Flying between the cold moon and the earth, 
Cupid all lum'd : a certain aim he took 
At a fair vestal, throned by the west ; 
And loos'd his love-shaft smartly from his bow, 
As it should pierce a hundred thousand hearts : 
But I might see young Cupid's fiery shaft 
Quench'd in the chaste beams of the wat'iy moon ; 
And the imperial vot'ress passed on. 
In maiden meditation, fancy-free. I 
Yet mark'd I where the bolt of Cupid fell : 
It fell upon a little western flower,-^ 
Before, milk-white; now purple with love's 

wound, — 
And maidens call it, love-in-idleness. 
Fetch me that flower ; the herb I show'd thee once ; 
The juice of it on sleeping eyelids laid. 
Will make or man or woman madly dote 
Upon the next live creature that it sees. 
Fetch me this herb : and be thou here again. 
Ere the leviathan can swim a league. 

Puck. I'll put a girdle round about the earth 
Jn forty minutes. [Exit Puck. 

Obe, Having once this juice, 

Pll watch Titania when she ia asleep, 

(1) Exempt fnmi love. 
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And drop the liquor of it in her eyes : 
The next thii^ then she waking looks upon 
(Be it on lion, bear, or wolf, or bull, 
On meddling monkey, or on busy ape,) 
She shall pursue it with the soul oflove. 
And ere 1 take this charm off from her sight 
(As I can take it, with another herb,) 
Pll make her render up her page to mc. 
But who comes here ? I am invisible ; 
And I will over-hear their conference. 

Enter Demetrius, Helena folloncing him. 

Dem.^ I love thee not, therefore pursue me not. 
Where is Lysander, and fair Hermia.^ 
The one Pll slay, the other slayeth me. 
Thou told'st me, they were stoPn into this wood. 
And here am T, and woodi within this wood, 
Because I cannot meet with Hermia. 
Hence, get thee gone, and follow me no more. 

Hel. You draw me, you hard-hearted adamant ; 
But yet you draw not iron, for my heart 
Is true as steel : leave you your power to draw. 
And I shall have no power to follow you. 

Dem. Do I entice you .'* Do I speak you fair ? 
Or rather, do I not in plainest truth 
Tell you — ^I do not, nor I cannot love you f 

Hel. And even for that do I love you the more. 
I am your spaniel ; and, Demetrius, 
The more you beat me, I will fawn on you : 
Use me but as your spaniel, spurn me, strike me, 
Neglect me, lose me ; only give me leave, 
Unworthy as I am, to follow you. 
What worser place can I beg in your love 
(And yet a place of high respect with me,) 
Than to be used aa^oti use your do^ ? 

Dem. Tempt not too much the hatred of my spirit; 
For I am sick, when I do look on thee. 

Hel. And I am sick when 1 look not on you. 

(l)Mad, raving. 
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Dem. You do impeach' your modesty too much. 
To leave the city, and commit yourself 
Into the hands of one that loves you not ; 
To trust the opportunity of night, 
And the ill counsel of a desert place, 
With the rich worth of your virginity. 

Hel. Your virtue Is my privilege for that 
It is not night, when I do see your face, 
Therefore I think I am not hi the night : 
Nor doth this wood lack worlds of company ; 
For you, in my respect, are all the world : 
Then how can it be said, I am alone, 
When all the world is here to look on me ? 

Dem. V\\ run from thee, and hide me in the brakes, 
And leave thee io the mercy of wild beasts. 

Hd. The wildest hath not such a heart as you. 
Run when you will, the story shall be cbang'a ; 
Apollo flies, and Daphne hofds the chase ; 
Tne dove pursues the s^ffin ; the niild hind 
Makes speed to catch the tiger : bootless speed .' 
When cowardice pursues, and valour flies. 

Dem. I will not stay thy questicms; let me go : 
Or, if thou follow roe, do not believe 
But I shall do thee mischief in the wood. 

Hel. ky, in the temple, in the town, the field, 
You do me mischief. Fie, Demetrius ! 
Your wrongs do set a scandal on my sex : 
We cannot fight for love, as men may do ; 
We should be woo'd, and were not made to woo. 
V\\ follow thee, and make a heaven of hell, 
To die uTpcx? the hand I love so well. 

[Exeunt Dem. and Hel. 

O'ue. Fare thee well, nymph : ere he do leave 
this grove, 
Thcu shalt fly him, and be shJIl seek thy love. — 

lU-enUr Puck. 

Hast thou the flower there ^ Welcome, wanderer. 

(1) Bring in qaestion. (2) By. 
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Puck. Ay, there it is. 

Obe, I pray thee, give it me. 

I know a bank whereon the wild thvnie blows, 
Where ox-lipsi and the nodding violet grows ; 
Quite over-canopied with lusl^ woodbims. 
With sweet musli-roses, and with eglantine : 
There sleeps Titania, some time of the night. 
Lulled in these flowers with dances and delight ; 
And there the snake throws her enamelled skin 
Weed wide enough to wrap a fairy in : 
And with the juice of this I'll streak her eyes. 
And make her full of hate/iil fantasies. 
Take thou some of itj and seek through this grove t 
A sweet Athenian lady is in love 
With a disdainful youth : anoint his eyes ; 
But do it, when tfaie next thing he espies 
May be the lady : thoo shalt know the man 
By the Athenian garments he hath on. 
Efiect it with some care ; that he may prove 
More fond on her, than she upon her love : 
And look thou meet me ere the first cock crow. 

Puck, Fear not, my lord, your servant shall do 
sa [Exeunt. 

SCEJ^E JIL-^noiher pari of the wood. En- 
ter Titania, trith her train. 

Tita. Come, now a roundel,' and a fairy song ; 

Then, for the tfiird part of a minute, hence ; 

Some, to kill cankers in &e musk-rose buds ; 

Some, war with rear-mice^ for their leathern wings. 

To make my small elves coats ; and some, keep 
back 

The clamorous owl, that m'gbtly hoots, and won- 
ders 

At our quaint spirits -fi tans me now asleep ; 

Then to your offices, and let me rest 

(1) The greater cowslip. (2) Vigorous. 
(3) A kind of dance. (4) Bats. (5) Sports. 
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SONG. 

1 Fai. You spotted snakeSy with double iongut. 

Thorny hedge-hogs^ be not seen; 
JVewts,^ and blind^worms? do no wrong; 
Come not near our fairy queen : 

Choru3. Philomel^ with melody. 

Sing in our sweet lullaby ; 
Lulla, lulla, lullaby ; lulla, Mia, luJhby : 
J^ever harm, nor spell nor charm. 
Come our lovely lady nigh ; 
So, good night, with lullaby, 

n. 

2 Fai. Weaving spiders, come not here ; 

Hence, you long-legged spinners, hence: 
Beetles black, approach not near ; 
Worm, nor snail, do no qfence. 

Chorus. Philomel, with melody, Sfc, 

1 Fat. Hence, away ; now all is well : 
One, aloof, stand sentinel. 

[Exeunt Fairies. Titania sleeps. 

Enter Oherfxu 
Obe. What thou seest, when thou dost wake, 
[Squeexes the Jlower on Titania^s eyelids. 
Do it for thy true love take ; 
Love, and languish for his sake : 
Be it ounce,' or cat, or bear, 
Pard, or bo«r with bristled hair. 
In thy eye that shall appear 
When thou wak'st, it is th^ dear ; 
Wake, when some vile thing is near. [Exit. 

Enter Lysander and Hermia. 
Lys. Fair love, you faint with wandering in the 
wood; 

(1) Efts. (2) Slow-worms. (3) The *anall tiger. 
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And to speak truth, I have forgot oar way ; 
TYe'll rest us, Hermia, if you think it good, 

And tarry for the comftirt of the day. 

Her, Be it so, Lysander : find you out a bed. 
For I upon this bank will rest my head. 

Lys. One turf shall serve as pillow for us ooth ; 
One heart, one bed, two bosoms, and one trotfu 

Her. Nay, good Lysander; for my sake, my dear, 
Lie further off yet, do not lie so near. 

Lys. O, take the sense, sweet, of my innocence ; 
Love takes the meaning, in lovers conference. 
I mean, that my heart unto yours is knit. 
So that but one heart we can make of it : 
Two bosoms interchained with an oath ; 
So then, two bosoms, and a single troth. 
Then, by your side no bed-roc»n roe deny ; 
For, lying so, Hermia, I do not lie. 

Her. Lysander riddles very prettily : — 
Now much beshrew my manners and my pride. 
If Hermia meant to say, Lysander lied. 
But, gentle friend, for love and courtesy 
Lie fiirther off; in human modesty 
Such separation, as, may well be said. 
Becomes a virtuous bachelor and a maid : 
So far be distant ; and good night, sweet friend : 
Thy love ne'er alter, till thy sweet life end ! 

jLys, Amen, amen, to that fair prayer, say I ; 
And then end life, when I end loyalty ! 
Here is mv bed : sleep give thee all his rest \ 
Her. "VVith half that wish the wisher's eyes be 
press'd ! [ They sleep. 

Enter Puck. 

Pudc Through the forest have T gone, 
But Auienian found I none. 
On whose eyes I might approve 
This flower's force in stimng love. 
Night and silence ! who is here } 
"Weeds of Athens he doth wear : 
This is he, my master said. 
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Despised the Athenian maid ; 

Ana here the maiden, sleeping sound, 

On the dank and dirty grouna. 

Pretty soul ! she durst not lie 

Near this lack-love, kill-courtesy. 

Churl, upon thy eyes 1 throw 

All the power this chann doth owe :• 

When thou wak'st, let love forbid 

Sleep his seat on thy eyelid. 

So awake, when I am gone ; 

For I must now to Oberon. [ExH, 

£n(erjpemetriusanJ Helena, running, 

Hd. Stay, though thou kill me, sweet Demetrius. 

Dem, I charge thee, hence, and do not haunt 
me thus. 

Hd. O, wilt thon darkling^ leave me ? do not so. 

Dem. Stay, on thy peril ; I alone will go. 

[Exit Demetrius. 

Hd. O, I am out of breath in this fond chase i 
The more my prayer, the lesser is my grace. 
Happy is Hermia, wheresoe'er she lies ; 
For she hath blessed and attractive eyes. 
How came her eyes so bright ? Not with salt tears : 
If so, my eyes are oftener wash'd than hers. 
No, no, I am as ugly as a bear; 
For bcuasts that meet me, run away for fear : 
Therefore, no marvel, though Demetrius 
Do, as a monster, fly my presence thus. 
What wicked and dissembling glass of mine 
Made roe compare with Hermia's spheiy eyne ? 
But who is here ? — Lysander ! on the ground ! 
Dead ? or asleep ? I see no blood, no wound : — 
Lysander, if you live, good sir, awake. 

Lys. And run through fire I will, for thy sweet 
sake. [Tvaking. 

Transparent Helena ! Nature here shows art, 
That mrough thy bosom makes me see thy heart 

(1) Possess. (2) In the dark. 
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Where ia Demetrius ? O, how fit a word 
Is that vile name, to perish on my sword ! 

Hd. Do not say so, Lysander ; say not so : 
What though he lore your Ueraiia? Lord, what 

though? 
Tet Hermia still loves yoa : then be content. 

Lys. Content with Hermia? No: I do repent 
The tedious minutes I with her have spent 
Not Hermia, but Helena I love : 
Who will not change a raven for a dove ? 
The will of man is by his reason sway'd ; 
And reason says you are the worthier maid. 
Things ^wing are not ripe until their season : 
So I, bemg young, till now ripe not to reason ; 
And touching now the point ot* human skill, 
Reason becomes the mardiall to my will. 
And leads roe to your eyes ; where I overlook 
Love's stories written in lore's richest book. 

HeL Wherefore was I to this keen mockery bom? 
When, at your hands, did I deserve this scorn ? 
IsH not enough, isU not enough, young man. 
That I did never, no, nor never can. 
Deserve a sweet look from Demetrius' eye. 
But vou must flout my insufficiency ? 
Good troth, you do me wrong, good sooth, you do, 
In such disdainful manner me to woa 
But fare you well : perforce I must confess, 
I thought vou lord of more true gentleness. 
O, that a lady, of (xie man refiis'd. 
Should, of another, therefore be abus'd I [Exit 

Lys. She sees not Hermia : — Hermia, sleep thou 
there; 
And never maj^s't thou come Lysander near ! 
For; as a surfeit of the sweetest things 
The deepest loathing to the stomach brings ; 
Or, as the heresies, tiiat men do leave. 
Are hated most of those they did deceive ; 
So thou, my 8urf<iit, and n\y heresy, 
Of all be hated ; but the most of me ! 
And all my powers, address your love and might. 
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To honour Helen, and to be her knigrht ! [Exit. 
Her. \Siarting.'\ Help me, Ljsander, help me ! 
do thy best, 
To pluck this crawling serpent from my breast ! 
Ah me, for pity ! — ^what a dream was here ? 
Lysander, look, how I do quake with fear : 
Methought a serpent eat my heart away. 
And you sat smiling at his cruel prey :— 
]>8aiider! what, removM? Lysanaer! lord! 
What, out of hearing ? gone ? no sound, no word ? 
Alack, where are you ? speak, an if you hear; 
Speak, of all lores ;i I swoon almost with fear. 
No ? — then I well perceive you are not nigh : 
Either death, or you, I'll find immediately. [ Exit. 



ACT III. 

SCRNE L—The same. The queen of fairies 
lying asleep. Enter Quince, Snug, Bottom, 
Flute, Snout, and Starveling. 

Bot. Are we all met ? 

Quin. Pat, pat ; and here's a marvellous con- 
venient place for our rehearsal : this green plot shall 
be our stage, this hawthorn brake our tyring-house ; 
and we will do it in action, as we will do it before 
the duke. 

JBot. Peter Quince, — 

Quin. What say'st thou, bully Bottom ? 

JBot There are things in this comedy o(Pyrajnvs 
and Thisbyj that will never please. First, Pyramus 
must draw a sword to kill himself; which the ladies 
cannot abide. How answer you that f 

Snout By'rlakin,2 a parlous' fear. 

Star. I believe, we must leave the killing out, 
when all is done. 

Ci) By all that is dear. (2) By our ladykin. 
(3) Dangerous. 
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Bot. Not a whit; 1 have a device to make all 
well. Write me a prologue : and let the prologue 
•eem to «av, we will do no harm with our sworas ; 
and that Pyramus is not killed indeed : and, for 
the more better assurance, tell them, that I, Pyra- 
mus, am not Pyramus, but Bottom the weaver : this 
will put them out of fear. 

Qitin. Well, we will have such a.proI(^e ; and 
it shall be written in eight and six. « 

Bot. No, make it two more ; let it be written in 
eight and ei^ht 

Snout Will not the ladies be afeard of the lion ? 

Star. I fear it, I promise you. 

Bot. Masters, you ought to consider with your- 
selves : to bring io, God shield us ! a lion among 
ladies, is a most dreadful thii^; for there is not 
a more fearfuU wild-fowl than your lioOj living ; 
and we ought io look to it 

Snout. Therefore, another prologue must tell he 
is not a lion. 

Bot. Nay, you must name his name, and half his 
face must be seen through the lion*s neck ; and ho 
himself must speak through, saying thus, or to the 
same defect,— l.adies, or fair ladies, I would wish 
you, or, I would request you, or, I would entreat 
you, not to fear, not to tremble : m^ life for yours. II 
you think I come hither as a lion, it were pity of my 
ife : no, I am no such thing; I am a man as othei 
men are : — ^and there, indeed, let him name his 
name ; and tell them plainly, he is Snug the joiner. 

Quin. Well, it shall be so. But there is two hard 
things ; that is, to bring the moon-li^t into a cham- 
ber : for you know, Pyramus and Thisby meet by 
moon-light. 

Snuff. Doth the moon shine, that night we play 
our play .? 

Bot. A calendar, a calendar ! look in the alma- 
nac ; find out moon-shine, find out moon-shine 

(1) Terrible. 
VOL. II. H 



ii; 
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Qut/i. Yes, It doth shine that ni^ht. 

^oi. Why, then you may leave a casement of 
(he great chamber window, where we play, open , 
and the moon may shine in at the casement. 

Quin. Ay ; or else one must come iu with a bush 
of thorns and a lanthorn, and say, he comes to dis- 
fi^re, or to present, the person of moon-shine. 
Then there is another thing : we must have a wall 
in the great chamber ; for Pyramus and Thisbv, 
says the story, did talk through the chinks of a wall. 

Snug. You never can bring in a wall.— What 
say you, Bottom ? 

Bot. Some man or other must present wall : and 
let him have some plaster, or some loam, or some 
rouffh-cast about him, to signify wall ; or let him 
bola his fingers thus, and through that cranny shall 
Pyramus and Thisby whisper. 

Quin. If that may be, then all is well : Come, 
sit down, every mother's son, and rehearse your 
parts. Pyramus, you begin : when you have spoken 
your speech, enter into that brake,! and so every 
one according to his cue. 

Enter Puck behind. 

Puck. What hempen home-spuns have we swag- 
gering here, 
i>o near the cradle of the fairy queen ? 
What, a play toward? I'll be an auditor; 
An actor too, perhaps, if I see cause. 

Quin. Sueak, Pyramus : — Thisby, stand forth. 
Pyr. IViisby, the flowers of odious savours 

^oeetf-' 
Quin. Odour^, odours. 

Pyr. Odours savours sweet.* 

So dolh thy breath, my dearest I'hisby dear. — 

Buty hark, a voice ! stay thou but here a while. 

And by and by IjwiUio thee appear. [Exit. 

Puck. A stranger I^ramus than e'er play 'a here ! 

[Aside—Exit, 

(1) Thicket. 
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This. Must I speak now f 

Quin. Aft marry, mustjou: for you must un- 
derstand, be goes but to see a noise Uiat he heard, 
and is to come again. 

This. Most radicmi PyramuSy most lily-white 
of huey 

Of colour like the red-rose on triumphant brier j 
Most briskly juvenaly^ and eke most lovely JeWj 

As true as truest horse^ that yet wonUd never tire 
rU meet theCy PyramuSy at JVtnny^s tomb. 

Quin. Ninas' tomb, man: why you roust not 
speak that yet ; that you answer to Pyrarous : you 
speak all your part at once, cues2 and all. — Fyra- 
mus enter ; your cue is past ; it is, never tire. 

Re-enter Puck, and Bottom with an ass's head. 

This. O, — As true as truest horse, that yet would 
never tire. 

Pyr. ][f I were fatTyThisbyy I were only thine: — 

Quin. O monstrous ! O strange ! we are haunted. 
Pray, masters ! fly, masters ! help ! [Exe. Clowns. 

Puck. V\\ follow you, I'll lead you about a round. 
Through bo^, through bush, through brake, through 

bner; 
Sometime a horse 1*11 be, sometime a bound, 

A hog, a headless bear, sometime a fire ; 
And neigh, and bark, and grunt, and roar, and bum. 
Like horse, bound, hog, bear, fire, at every turn. 

[Exit. 

Boi. Why do they run away ? this is a kuayery 
of them, to make me afeard.3 

Re-enter Snout. 

Snout. O Bottom, thou art changed ! what do I 
see on thee ? , 

(1) Youn^ man. 

(2) The last words of the preceding speech, 
which serve as a hint to him who is to sp^ next. 

(3) Afraid. 
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Bot. What do yon see ? you see an ass^s head 
of your own ; Do you f 

Re-enter Quince. 

Qutn. Bless thee, Bottom ! bless thee I thou art 
translated. [Exit. 

Bot. I see their knavery : this is to make an ass 
of me ; to fright me, if they could. But I will not 
stir from this place, do what they can : I will walk 
up and down here, and I will sing, that they shall 
hear I am not afraid. [Sings. 

The otisel-corkj so black of huej 

With orange-taumy billf 
The throstle toith his note so true. 

The wren toith little quill ; 

Tiia. What aiigel wakes me from my flowery bed ? 

[IVaking. 

Bot. Th£jinch, the sparrow^ and the larkj 
The plain'Song cuckoo^ gray^ 
Whose notefuU many a man doth mark. 
And dares not answer, nay f-^ 

for, indeed, who would set his wit to. so foolish a 
bird? who would give a bird the lie, though he 
cry, cuckoo, never so ? 

Tita. I pray thee, gentle mortal, sing again : 
Mine ear is much enamour'd of thy note, 
So is mine eye enthralled to th^ shape ; 
And thy fair virtue^s force perforce aoth move me. 
On the first view, to say, to swear, I love thee. 

Bot. Methinks, mistress, you should have little 
reason for that : and yet, to say the truth, reason 
and love keep little company together now-a-days : 
the more the pity, that some honest neighbours will 
not make them friends. Nay, I can gleek,2 upon 
occasion. 

Tito, Thou art as wise as thou art beautiful. 

(1) The cuckoo, with his uniform note. (2) Joke. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Scene /. 



DREAM. 



117 



£ot. Not 90, neither : bat if I had wit enough to 
get out of this wood, I have enough to serve mine 
own turn. 

THta. Out of this wood do not desire to go ; 
Thou shalt remain here, whether thou wilt or no. 
I am a spirit, of no common rate ; 
The summer still doth tend up<xi my state, 
And 1 do love thee : therefore, go with me ; 
1*11 give thee fairies to attend on thee ; 
And tiiey shall fetch thee jewels from the deep : 
And sing, while thou on pressed flowers dost sleep ; 
And I will purge thy mortal grossoess so, 
That thou snait like an airy spirit eo. — 
Peas-blossom I Cobweb! Moth ! and Mustard-seed! 

Enter /bur FBivies, 

1 Fat. Ready. 

2 Fat. And I. 

3 FaL And I. 

4 Fai. Where shall we go ? 
Tito, Be kind and courteous to this gentleman ; 

Hop in his walks, and gambol in his eye» ; 
Feed him with apricocks and dewberries,! 
"With purple grapes, green figs, and mulberries ; 
The honey bags steal from the humble-bees. 
And, for night tapers, crop their waxen thighs, 
And light them at the fieiy glow-worm's eyes. 
To have my love to bed, and to arise ; 
And pluck the wings from painted butterflies, 
To fan the moon-b^euns from his sleeping eyes : 
Nod to him, elves, and do him courtesies. 

1 Fat. Hail, mortal ! 

2 Fat. Hail ! 

3 Fai, Hail! 

4 Fau Hail ! 

Bot I cry your worship's mercy, heartily.- • I 
brscech, vour worship's name. 
Cob. Coljweb. 

(1) Gooseberries. 
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Bot I shall desire 70a of more acqnamtuice, 
good master Cobweb : if I cut my finger, I shall 
make bold with you. Your name, honest gentleman? 

Feas. Feas-bloeaom. 

Bot I pray you, commend me tomistress Sqaash, 
your mother, and to master Peascod, your fother. 
Good master Peas-blossom, I tHa&W desire you cf 
more acquaintance too. — Your name, I beseech 
you, sir ? 

Mus. Mustard-seed. 

Bot Good master Mustard-seed, I know your 
patience well : that same cowardly, giant-hke ox- 
beef Rath devoured many a gentleman of your 
house : I promise you, your kit^red hath made my 
eyes water ere now. I desire you more acquaint- 
ance, good master Mustard-seed. • 

Tito. Come, wait upon him; lead him to my 
bower. 

The moon, methinks, looks with a watery eye ; 
And when she weeps, weeps every little flower, 

Lamenting some enforced chastity. 

Tie up mj love's tongue, Iwing him silently. 

[Exeunt 

SCEJSTE IL—Another part of the wood. Enter 
Oberon. 

Obe, I wonder if Titania be awak'd ; 
Then, what it was that next came in her eye, 
Which she must dote on in extremity. 

Enter Puck. 

Here comes my messenger.— How now, mad spirit ? 
What night-rule* now about this haunted grove ? 

Puck. My mistress with a monster is in love. 
Near to her close and consecrated bower. 
While she was in her dull and sleeping hour, 
A crew of patches,^ rude mechanicals. 
That work for bread upon Athenian stells, 

(1) Revelry. (2) Simple fellows. 
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Were met together to rebearae a plar, 

Intended for great Theseus' nuptial clay. 

The shallowest thick-skin of that barren sort,> 

Who Pyramus presented, in their sport 

Forsook his scene, and enter'd in a brake : 

When I did him at this advantage take, 

An ass's nowP I fixed on his head ; 

Anou, his Thisbe must be answered, 

And forth my mimic^ comes : when they him spy, 

As wild geese that the creeping fowler eye. 

Or msset-pated choughs, many in sort. 

Rising and cawing at the run's report 

Sever themselves, and madlv sweep the sky ; 

So, at his light, away his fellows fly : 

And, at our stamp, here o'er and o'er one falls ; 

He murder cries, and help from Athens calls. 

Their sense, thus weak, lost with their fears, thus 

strong, 
Made senseless things begin to do them wrong : 
For briers and thorns at their apparel snatch ; 
Some, sleeves ; some, hats : from yielders all things 

catch. 
I led them on in this distracted fear. 
And left sweet Pyramus translated there 2 
When in that moment (so it came to pass,) 
Titania wak'd, and straightway lov'd an ass. 

Obe. This falls out better than I could devise. 
But hast thou yet latch'd^ the Athenian's eyes 
With the love-juice, as I did bid thee do ? 

Puck. I took him sleeping,— 4hat is finish'd too,^ 
And the Athenian woman by his side ; 
That, when he wak'd, of force she must be ey'd. 

Enter Demetrius and Hermia. 

Obe. Stand close; this is the same Adienian. 
Pitck. This, is the woman, but not this the man. 
Den. O why rebuke you him that loves you so f 

(1) Stupid company. (2) Head. (3) Actor. 
(4) Infected. 
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Lay breath so bitter on vour bitter foe. 

Her. Now I but chide, but I should use (hee 
worse; 
For thou, I fear, bast given me cause to curse. 
If thou hast slain Lysander in his sleep, 
Being o*er shoes in blood, plunge in the deep. 
And kill me too. 

The sun was not so true unto the day, 
As he to me: Would be have stol'n away 
From sleeping Hermia ? 1*11 believe as soon. 
This whole earth may be bor*d ; and that the moon 
May through the centre creep, and so displease 
Her brother's no(Hi-tide with the Antipodes. 
It cannot be, but thou hast murderM him; 
So should a murderer look ; so dead, so grim. 

JDmu So should the murder'd look; and so 
should I, 
Pierc'd through the heart with your stem cruelty •. 
Yet )rou, the murderer, look as bri^t, as clear, 
As yonder Venus in her glimmering sphere. 

Her. What's this to my Lysander? where is he .^ 
Ah, good Demetrius, wilt thou give bim me f 

Dem. I had rather give his carcase to my bounds. 

Her, Out, dog I out, cur ! thou driv'st me past 
the bounds 
Of maiden's patience. Hast thou slain him then ? 
Henceforth be never number'd among-men ! 
O ! once tell true, tell true, even fur my sake ; 
Durst thou have look'd upon him, being awake. 
And hast thou kill'd bim sleeping ? O brave touch ;i 
Could not a worm, an adder, do so much ? 
An adder did it : for with a doubler tongue 
Th&n thine, thou serpent, never adder stung. 

Dem. You spend your passion on a misprisM' 
mood: 
I am not guilty of Ly Sander's blood ; 
Nor is be dead, for aught that I can telL 

Her, I pray Aee, tell me then that he is well. 

(1) Exploit (2) Mistaken, 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



ScmeU, DREAM. 121 

Dem. And if 1 could, what should I eret there- 
fore? 
Her. A privilege, never to see me more. — 
And from thy hated presence part I so : 
See me no more, whether he be dead or lo. [Exit 
Dem. There is no following her in this fierce 
vein: 
Here, therefore, for a while I will rem&ii. 
So sorrow's heaviness doth heavier grow 
For debt that bankrupt sleep doth sorrow owe ; 
Which now, in srane slight measure it will paj, 
If for his tender here I make some stay. 

[Lies doum. 
Obe, What hast thou done .' thou hast mistaken 
quite. 
And laid the lore-juice on some true-love's sight : 
Of thy misprision must perforce ensue 
Some true-love tum'd, and not a false tum'd tm^ 
Puck. Then fate o'er-rules ; that, one man hold- 
iug troth, 
A million fail, ccmfounding oa& on oath. 

Obe. About the wood go swiAer than the wind, 
And Helena of Athens look thou find : 
All fancy-sick> she is, and pale of cheei^ 
With sighs of love, that cost die fresh blood dear : 
By some illusion see thou bring her here ; 
ril charm his eyes, gainst ^ do appear. 

Puck. I go, I go; Took, how I go; 
Swifter than arrow frcmt the Tartar's bow. [Exit 
Obe. Flower of this purple dye, 
Hit with Cupid's archery, 
Sink in apple of his eye ! 
When his love he doth espy, 
Let her shine as gloriously 
As the Venus of the skv. — 
When thou wak'st, if she be by, 
Beg of her for remedy. 

(1) Love-sick. (2) Countenance. 
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Re-enter Puck. 

Puck. Captain of our faiiy band, 
Helena is here at band ; 
And the youth, mistook bj me, 
Pleading for a lover^s fee ; 
Shall we their (oad pageant see ? 
Lcntl, what fools these mortals be I 

Obe. Stand aside: the noise they make, 
Will cause Demetrius to awake. 

Piick, Then will two at once, woo one ; 
That must needs be sport alone ; 
And those things do best please me, 
That befal preposterously. 

Enter Lysander and Helena. 

Lys. Why should you think, that I should woo 
insccnn.^ 
^Scom and deriskm never come in tears : 
Look, when I vow, I weep; and vows so bora. 

In their Oativi^ all trutn appears. 
How can these things in me seem scorn to yoo, 
Bearing the badge of faith, to prove them true ? 

HeL Ton do advance your cunning more and 
more. 

When truth kills truth, O devilish-holy fray ! 
These vows are Hermia,*s ; Will you give her o*er ? 

Weigh oath with oath,and you will nothing weigh: 
Your vows, to her and roe, put in two scales, 
Will even weigh ; and bo^ as light as tales. 

JLys. I had no judgment, wh^ to h^ I swore. 

lieL Nor ncxie, in my mind, now you give her 
o'er. 

Zys. Demetrius loves her, and he loves not you. 

Dem. [Atoakine.] O Helena, goddess, nymph, 
perfect, divine ! 
To what, my love, diall I compare thine eyne ? 
Crystal is muddy. O, how ripe in show 
Thy lips, those kissing cherries, tempting grow ! 
That puve congealed white, high Taurus' snow, 
Fann'd with the eastern wind, turns to a crow. 
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When tbou boldest up thy hand : O let me kiss 
This princess of pare white, this seal of bliss ! 

HeL O spite I O hell ! I see you all are bent 
To set against me» for Your nnerriraent 
If you were civil, and knew courtesy. 
You would not do me thus much injury. 
Can you not hate me, as I know you do. 
But you must join, in souls,* to mock me too? 
If you were men, as men you are in show. 
You would not use a gentle lady so ; 
To vow, and swear, and superpraise my parts, 
When, I am sure, you hate me with your hearts. 
You both are rivals, and love Hermia ; 
And now both rivals, to mock Helena : 
A trim exploit, a manly enterprise. 
To conjure tears up in a poor maid's eyes, 
With your derision .' none» of noble sort,3 
Would so offend a virgin ; and extort 
A poor sours patience, all to make you sport 

Lys. You are unkind, Demetrius ; be not so ; 
For you love Hermia ; this, you know^ I know • 
And here, with all good will, with all my heart. 
In Hermia*s love L yield you up my part ; 
And yours of Helena to me beiqueatn. 
Whom I do love, and will do to my death. 

HeL Never did mockers waste more idle breath. 

Dem. Lysander, keep thy Hermia ; I will none : 
If e*er I lov*d her, all that love is gcme. 
My heart with her, but as guestwise, MJoumM ; 
And now to Helena is itiiome returned, 
There to remain. 

Ia/8. Helen, it is not so. 

Dem. Disparage not the faith thou dost not know. 
Lest, to thy peril, thou aby it dear.3 — 
Look, where thy love comes ; yonder is thy dear. 
Enter Hermia. 

Her. Dark night, that from the eye his function 
takes, 

(1) Heartily. (2) Degree. (3) Pay dearly for it. 
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The ear more quick of apprehension makes ; 
Wherein it doth impair the seeing sense. 
It pays the hearing double recompense :— 
Tliou art not by mine eye, Lysander, found ; 
Mine ear, I thank it, brought me to thy, sound. 
But why unkindly didst thou leave me so ? 

Lys. Why should he stay, whom love doth presi 
to go? 

Her, What love could press Lysander from my 
side? 

Jjys, Lysander^s love, that would not let him 
*bide. 
Fair Helena ; who more engilds the night 
Than all yon fiery oes^ and eyes of lig^t 
Why seek'st thou me ? could not this make thee 

know. 
The hate I bare thee made me leave thee so ? 

Her, You speak not as you think ; it cannot be. 

Hel. Lo, she is one of diis ccmfederacy ! 
Now I perceive they have conjoined, all three, 
To fi&shion this false sport in spite of me. 
Injurious Heimia ! most ungrateful maid ! 
Have you conspir'd, have you with these contriv*d 
To bart me witn this foul derision ? 
Is all the counsel that we two have shar'd. 
The sisters* vows, the hours that we have spent, 
"When we have chid the hastv-footed time 
For parting us, — O, and is all forgot ? 
All school-^ays' friendship, childhood innocence? 
We, Hermia, like two artificial^ gods. 
Have with our neelds3 created both one flower. 
Both (Ml one sampler, sitting on one cushion, • 
Both warbling of (me song, both in one key ; 
As if our hands, our sides, voices, and minds. 
Had been incorporate. So we grew together, 
Like to a double cherry, seeming parted ; 
But yet a union in partition. 
Two lovely berries moulded on one stem : 

(1) Circles. (2) Ingenious. (3) Needles. 
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So, with two seeming bodies, but one heart ; 
Two of the first, like coats in heraldry, 
Due but to one, and crown'd with one crest 
And will you rent our ancient love asunder. 
To join with men in scorain? your poor friend ? 
It is not fri^dly, *tis not maidenly : 
Our sex, as well as I, may chide you for it : 
Though I al(»ie do feel the injury. 

Her. I am amazed at your passionate words : 
I scorn you not ; it seems that you scorn me. 

HeL Have you not set Lysander, as in scorn. 
To follow me, and praise my eyes and face f 
And made your other love, Demetrius 
(Who even but now did spurn me with his foot,) 
To call me goddess, nymph, divine, and rare, 
Precious, celestial ? Wherefore speaks he this 
To her he hates .^ and wherefore doth Lysander 
Deny your love, so rich within his soul. 
And tender me, forsooth, affection ; 
But by your setting on, by your consent ? 
What uough I be not so in grace as you. 
So hung upon with love, so fortunate ; 
But miserable most, to love unlov*d ? 
This you should pity, rather than despise. 

Her. I understand not what you mean by this. 

HeL Ay, do persever, counterfeit sad looks. 
Make mows' upon me when I turn my back ; 
Wink at each other ; hold the sweet jest up ; 
This sport, well carried, shall be chronicled. 
If you have any pity, grace, or manners. 
You would not make me such an aigument. 
But, ^u^ ye well : 'tis partly mine own fault ; 
Which death, or absence, soon shall remedy. 

Lys. Stay, gentle Helena ; hear my excuse ; 
My love, m^ life, my soul, fair Helena .' 

Hel. O excellent! 

Her, Sweet, do not scorn her so. 

Dem. If she cannot entreat, I can compel. 

(1) Wry feces. 
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Lys. Thou canst compel no more than she eJt- 
treat; 
Thy threats have no more strength, than her weak 

pwyera.— 
Helen, I love thee ; by ray life, I do ; 
I swear by that wUch I will lose for thee, 
To prove him felse, that says I love thee not 

JJem. I say, I love thee more tiian he can da 

Jjys. If tlK)u say so, withdraw, and prove it too. 

Dem. Quick, cwne,— 

Her, Lysander, whereto tends all this ? 

Lys. Away, you Ethiop ! 

Dem. No, no, sir : — he will 

Seem to break loose ; take on, as you would follow ; 
But yet come not : You are a tame man, g^o ! 

Lys. Haas off, thou cat, thou burr : vile thing 
let loose ; 
Or I will shake thee from me, like a serpent 

Her. Why are you grown so rude ? wnat change 
is this, 
Sweet love ? 

Lys. Thy love ? out, tawny Tartar, out ! 

Out, loathed medicine ! hated potion, hence ! 

Her. Do you not jest ? 

Hel. Yes, *sooth ; and so do you. 

Lys. Demetrius, I will keep mv word with thee. 

I>em. I would, I had your bond ; for, I perceive, 
A weak bond holds you ; I'll not trust your word. 

Lys. What, should I hurt her, strike her, kill her 
dead.' 
Although I hate her, Pll not harm her sa 

Her. What, can you do me greater harm, than 
hate? 
Hate me ! wherefore ? O me ! what news, my love ? 
Am not I Hermia f Are not you Lysander f 
I am as fair now, as I was erewhile. 
Since night, you lov'd me; yet, since night you left 

me: 
Why, then you left me, — O, the gods forbid ! — 
In earnest, shall I say ? 
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Lys. Ay, by my life ; 

And never did desire lo see thee more 
Therefore, be oat of hope, of question, doubt, 
Be certain, nothing truer ; *tis no jest. 
That I do hate th^ and love Helena. 

Her. O Die ! you juggler ! you canker-blossom !* 
You thief of love ! what, have you come by night. 
And stol*n my lovers heart from him ? 

HeL Fine, i*faith . 

Have you no modesty, no maiden shame. 
No touch of bashfulness f What, will you tear 
Impatient answers from my gentle tongue? 
Fie, fie ''you counterfeit, you puppet you ! 

Her. Fuppet I why so? Ay, t^t way goes the 
game. 
Now I perceive that she hath made compare 
Between our statures, she hath urg'd her he^ht ; 
And with her personage, her tall personage. 
Her height, forsooth, she hath prevaiPd wim him.— 
And are you grown so high in his esteem. 
Because I am so dwarfish, and so low f 
How low am I, thou painted maypole ? speak ; 
How low am I ? I am not yet so low. 
But that my nails can reach unto thine eyes. 

HeL I pray you, though you mock me, gentlemen, 
Let her not hurt me : I was never curst ;2 
I have no gift at all in shrewishness ; 
I am a right maid for my cowardice ; 
Let her not strike me : xou, peiiiaps, may think. 
Because she*s something lower than myself, 
That I can match her. 

Her. Lower .' hark, again. 

Hd. Good Hermia, do not be so bitter with me. 
I evermore did love you, Hermia, 
Did ever keep your counsels, never wrong'd you ; 
Save, that in love unto Demetrius, 
I txAd him of your stealth unto this wood : 



s 



1) A worm that j>reys on buds of flowers. 
^!) Shrewish or mischievous. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



128 



MIDSUMMER-NIGHTS Act IIL 



He follow'd you ; for love, I followed him. 
But he hath chid me hence ; and threatened me 
To strike me, spurn me, nay, to kill me too : 
And now, so you will let me quiet go. 
To Athens will 1 bear my folly back, 
And follow you no further : Let me go : 
You see how simple and how fond^ I am. 
Her, Why, get you gone : Who is't that hinders 

you? 
Hel. A foolish heart, that I leave here behind. 
Her. What, with Lysander .^ 
Hel. With Demetrius. 

Lys. Be not afraid: she shall not harm thee, 

Helena. 
Dem. No, sir; she shall not, though you take 

her part 
HeL O, when she's angry, she is keen and 
shrewd : 
She was a vixen, when she went to school ; 
And, though she be but little, she is fierce. 

Her. Little again ? nothing but low and little ? — 
Why will you suffer her to flout me thus ^ 
Let me come to her. 

Lys. Get you gone, you dwarf; 

You minimus, of hindering knot-gra^ made ; 
You bead, you acorn. 

Dem. You are too officious, 

In her behalf that scorns your services. 
Let her alone ; speak not of Helena ; 
Take not her part : for if thou dost intend^ 
Never so little show of love to her. 
Thou shalt aby it 

Lys. Now she holds me not ; 

Now follow, if thou darest, to try whose right, 
Or thine or mine, is most in Helena. 

(X) Foolish. 

(2) Anciently knot-grass was believed to prevent 
the growth of children. 

(3) Pretend. 
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Den. Follow ? nay, I'll go with thee, cheek by 
jole. \Exeuni Lys. and Dem. 

Jffer, Yoa, mistress, all this coil is 'loog of you. : 
I^aj* go not back. 

Jud. I will not tirust yoa, I ; 

Nor longer stay in your curst company. 
Your huids, than mine, are quicker for a fray ; 
My legs are longer though, to run away. [Exit 

Her. I am amaz'd, and know not what to say. 
[Exiif pursuing Helena. 

Obe. This is thy negligence : still thou mistak'st, 
Or else commit^st thy knaveries wilfully. 

Puck. Believe me, king of. shadows, I mistook. 
Did not YOU tell me, I should know the man 
By the Athenian garments he had on ? 
And so far blame^s proves my enterprise. 
That I have 'nointed an Athenian's eyes : 
And so far am I glad it so did sort,! 
As this their jangling I esteem a sport. 

Obe. Thou seest, these lovers seek a place to fight 
Hie therefore, Robin, overcast the night ; 
The starry welkin cover thou anon 
With drooping fc^, as black as Acheron : 
And lead these testy rivals so astray. 
As one come not within another's way. 
Like to Lysander sometime frame thy tongue. 
Then stir Demetrius up with bitter wrong ; 
And sometime rail thou like Demetrius ; 
And from each other look thou lead them thus. 
Till o'er their brows death-counterfeiting sleep 
With leaden legs and bat^ wings doth creep : 
Then crush this herb into Lysander's eye ; 
Whose liquor hath this virtuous property ,2 
To take from thence all error, with nis might. 
And make his eye-balls roll with wonted sight 
When they next wake, all this derision 
Shall seem a dresun, and fruitless vision; 
And back to Athens shall the lovers wend,' 

(1) Happen. (2) Medicinal efficacy. (3) Ga 
VOL. II. I 
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With lea^e, whose date till death shall never end. 
. Whiles I in this affair do thee enmloj, 
m to my queen, and beg her Inoian boy ; 
And then I will her channed eye release 
From monster's view, and all things shall be peace. 
Puck. My fairy lord, this must be done with 
haste; 
For night's swift dragons cut the clouds full fast, 
And Tonder shines Aurora's harbinger ; 
At whose approach, ghosts, wandering here and 

there, 
Troop home to church-yards : damned spirits all. 
That in cross-ways and floods have burial. 
Already to their woirny beds are gone ; 
For fear lest day should look their shames upon. 
They wilfully themselves exile from light, 
And must for aye consort with black-brow'd night 

Obe. But we are spirits of another sort : 
I with the Morning's Love^ have oft made sport ; 
And, like a forester, the groves may tread. 
Even to tiie eastern gate, all fiery red, 
Opening on Neptune with fair blessed beams. 
Turns into yellow gold his salt-green streams. 
But, notwithstanding, haste ; make no delay : 
We may effect this business yet ere day. 

[Exit Oberon. 
Puck. Up and down, up and down ; 

I will lead tnem up and down : 

I am fear'd in fiela and town ; 

Goblin, lead them up and down. 
Here comes one. 

Enier Lysander. 
JOys, Where art thou, proud Demetrius .? spetik 

thou now. 
Pvuk. Here villain ; drawn and ready. Where 

art thou ^ 
I/ifs. I will be with thee straight 

(1) Cephalus, the paramour of Aurora 
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Pwk, Follow roe then 

To plainer ground. 

[Exit Lys. as following the voice. 

Enter Demetrius. 

Dem. Lysaocter ! speak again. 

Thou runaway, thou coward, art thou fled? 
Speak. In some bush f Where doet thouhide thy 
head? 
Puck. Thoucoward,artthoubraggingtothestars, 
Telling the bushes that thou look^st for wars. 
And wilt not come ? Come, recreant ; come, thoa 

child; 
1*11 whip thee with a rod : He is defil'd 
That draws a sword on thee. 
Dem. Yea ; art thou there ? 

Puck, Follow my voice ; weMl try no manhood 
here. [Exeunt 

Re-enter Lysander^ 

Lys, He goes before me, and still dares me on : 
When I come where he caUs, then he is gone. 
The villain is much lighter heel'd than I : * 
I followed fiist, but faster he did fly ; 
That fallen am I in dark uneven way, 
And here will rest me. Come, thou gentle day ! 

[LUs dwm. 
For if but once thou show me thy gray light, 
m find Demetrius, and revenge this spite. [Sleeps 

Re-enter Puck and Demetrius. 

Puck. Ho, ho! ho, ho! Coward, why com^st 

thou not ? 
Dem. Abide me, if thou dar'st ; for well I wot, 
Thou runn'st before me, shifting every place ; 
And dar^st not stand, nor look me in the face. 
Where art thou ? 
Puck. Come hither ; I am here. 

Dem, Nay, then thou mock'stme. Thou shalt 
buy this dear 
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If ever I thy fece by day-Iight see : 
Now, go thy way. Faintness constraineth me 
To ineasare oat my length on this cold bed — 
By day's approach look to be visited. 

[Lies dofwn and sleeps. 
Enter Helena. 
Hd. O weaiy night, O long and tedious night. 

Abate thy hours : shine, comforts, from tro east ; 
That I may back to Athens, by day-li^ht. 

From these that my poor company detest : — 
And, sleep, that sometimes shuts up sorrow's eye, 
Steal mo a while from mine own company. [SUteps, 
Puck, Yet but three ? Come one more ; 
Two of both kinds makes up four. 
Here she comes, curst and sad : — 
Cupid is a knavish lad, 
Thus to make poor females mad. 
Enter Hermia. 
Her. Never so weary, never so in wo, 
Bedabbled with thie dew, and torn with briers ; 
1 can no further crawl, no further go ; 
* My Xee^ can kee{) no pace wim my desires. 
Here will I rest me, till the break of day. 
Heavens shield Lysander, if they mean a fray ! 

[Liesaown. 
Puck, Oi the ground 
Sleep sound : 
I'll apply 
To your eye. 
Gentle lover, remedy. 

[Squeezing the Juice on Lysander's eye 
When thou wak'st, 
Thou tak'st 
True delight 
In the sight 
Of thy former lady's eye : 
And the country proverb known. 
That every man should take his own, 
In your waking shall be shown : 
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Jack shall have Jill ; 
Noudit shall go ill ; 
The man shall have his mare again, and all shall 
be well. [Ex. Puck.— Dem. Hel. ^c. eUep, 



ACT IV. 

:dCEJ^E L—The same. Enter Titania and Bot- 
tom, Fairies aiiending; Oberon behind unseen. 

Tiia. Come, sit thee down upon this flowery bed. 
While I thy amiable cheelcs do coy,' • 
And stick musk-roses in thy sleek smooth head. 
And kiss thy fair large ears, my gentle joy. 

JSot Where's Peas-blossom ? 

Peas. Ready. 

£oi. Scratch my head, Peas-blossom.— Whei e's 
monsieur Cobweb ? 

Cob. Ready. 

£oi. Monsieur Cobweb; good monsieur, ^t 
your weapons in your hand, and kill me a red-hip- 
ped humble-bee on the top of a thistle ; and, good 
monsieur, bring me the honey-bag. Do not fret 
yourself too much in the action, monsieur; and 
good mcmsieur, have a care the honej-bag break 
not ; I would be loath to have you overflown with 
a honey-bag, signior. — ^Where's monsieur Mustard- 
seed. J* 

Must. Ready. 

Bot Give me your neif,2monsieur Mustard-seed. 
Pray you, leave your courtesy, good monsieur. 

Musi. What's your will .? 

£ot. Nothing, good monsieur, but to help cava- 
lero Cobweb to scratch. I must to the barber's, 
monsieur; for, methinks, I am marvellous hairy 
about the face : and I am such a tender ass, if my 

(1) Stroke. (2) Fist 
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hair do but tickle me, I mast scratch. 

Tito. What, wilt thou hear some music, mj 
sweet love? 

Bot I have a reasonable good ear in music : let 
OS have the tongs and the bevies. 

TUa, Or, say, sweet love, what thou de8ir*st to eat 

BoU Truly, a peck of provender; I could munch 
your good dry oats. Methinks, I have a great de- 
sire to a bottle of hay : good hay, sweet hay, hath 
no fellow. 

Tito, I have a venturous fairy that shall seek 
Tlie squirrel's hoard, and fetch thee new nuts. 

Bot. I kad rather have a handful, or two, of 
dried peas. But, I pray you, let none of your 
pec^le stir me ; I have an exposition of sleep come 
upon me. 

Tita. Sleep thou, and I will wind diee in my arms. 
Fairies, be gone, and be all ways away. 
So doth the woodbine, the sweet hooeysnckle. 
Gently entwist, — ^the female ivy so 
Enrings the barky fingers of the elm. 
O, how I love thee ! how I dote on thee ! 

[They sUtp. 

Oberon advances. Enter Puck. 

OU, Welcome, good Robin. See'st thou this 
sweet sieht f 
Her dotage now I do begin i6 pitr. 
For meeting her of late, oehind the wood. 
Seeking sweet savours for this hateful fool, 
I did upbraid her, and fall out with her : 
For she his hainr temples then had rounded 
With coronet of fresh and fragrant flowers ; 
And that same dew which sometime on the buds 
Was wont to swell, like round and orient pearls. 
Stood now within ihe pretty flowrets* eyes, 
Ldke tears, that did their own disgrace bewail. 
When I had, at my pleasure, taunted her. 
And she, in mild terms, begg*d m^ patience, 
I then did ask of her her changehng child ; 
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Which straight she gave me, and her fiuiy sent 
To bear him to my bower in fairy land. 
And novr I have the boy, I will undo 
This hatdiil iraperfecti<m of her eyes. 
And, gentle Puck, take this transformed scalp 
From off the head of this Athenian swain ; 
That he awaking when the other do, 
May all to Athaos back again repair ; 
And think no more of this night^s accidents, 
But as the fierce yexation c^ a dream. 
But first 1 will release the fairy queen. 
Be, as thou wast wont to oe ; 

[Touching her ejfes vnOi an herb. 
See, as thou wast wont to see : 
Dianas bud o*er Cupid's flower 
Hath such force and blessed power. 
Now, my Titania ; wake you, my sweet queen. 

Tiia. My Oberon ! What visions have I seen ! 
Methousht,' I was enamourM of an ass. 
Obe, There lies your love. 
Tito, How came these things to pass ? 

O, how mine eyes do loath his visage now ! 

Obe, Silence, a while. — ^Robin, take off this head.— 
Titania, music call ; and strike more dead 
Than common sleep, of all these five the sense. 
Tiia. Music, ho ! music ; such as charmeth sleep. 
Fuek. Now, when thou wak*st, with thine own 

fool's eyes peep. 
Obe, Sound, music XSHll music] Come, my 
queen, take hands with me, 
And rock the ground whereon these sleepers be. 
Now thou and I are new in amity ; 
And will, to-morrow midnight, solemnly. 
Dance in ctuke Theseus' house triumphantly. 
And bless it to all fair posterity : 
There shall the pairs of faithful lovers be 
Wedded, with Theseus, all in joUity^. 

Puck. Fairy king, attend and mark; 
I do hear the morning lark. 
Obe. Then, my queen, in silence sad. 
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Trip we after the night's shade : 
We the globe can compass soon, 
Swifter £an the wand*ring moon. 

Tiia. Come, mj lord ; and in our flight, 
Tell me how it came this night, 
That I sleeping here was found. 
With these mortals, on the ground. [Exeunt. 
[Horns sound wUhin. 

Enter Theseus, Hippoljta, Egeus, and train. 

The. Go, one of you, find out the forester ; — 
For now our observation is performM : 
And since we have the vaywardi of the day, 
Mj love shall hear the music of my bounds. — 
Uncouple in the western valley ; go : 
Despatch, I say, and find the forester.— 
We will, fair queen, up to the mountain's top. 
And mark the musical confusion 
Of hounds and echo in conjunction. 

Hip. I was with Hercufes, and Cadmus, (mce. 
When in a wood of Crete they bay'd the bear 
With hounds of Sparta : never did I hear 
Such gallant chiding '^ for, besides the groves. 
The skies, the fountains, ev^ry region near 
Seem'd all one mutual cir : I never heard 
So musical a discord, such sweet thunder. 

Th€. My hounds are bred out of the Spartan 
kind, 
So flew'd,' so sanded; and their heads are hung 
With ears that sweep away the morning dew ; 
Crook-knee'd, and dew-lap'd like Thessalian bulls ; 
Slow in pursuit, but matched in mouth like bells. 
Each under each. A cry more tuneable 
Was never hoUa'd to, nor cheer'd with honi, 
In Crete, in Spartc^ nor in Thessaly : 
Judge, when you hear. — But, soft ; what nymphs 
are these? 

(1) Forepart. (2) Sound. 

(3) The flews are the large chaps of a hound. 
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Ege. My lord, this is mv daughter here asleep 
And this, Lysander : this bemetrius is ; 
This Helena, old Nedar's Helenn : 
I wonder of their being here t(^ether. 

The. No doubt, they rose up early, to obsen'c 
The rite of May ; and, hearing our intent. 
Came here in grace of our solemnity. — 
But, speak, Egeus ; is not this the day 
That Hermia shouJ;i give answer of her choice ? 

Effe. It is, my lord. 

The. Go, bid the huntsmen wake them witli 
their horns. 

Horns, arid sJwut within, Demetrius, Lysander, 
Hermia, and Helena, wake and start up. 

The. Good-morrow, friends. St. Valentine is past ; 
Begin these wood-birds but to couple now .'* 

Lys. Pardon, my lord. 

[He and the rest kneel to Theseus. 

The. I pray you all, stand up. 

1 know, you are two rival enemies : 
How comes this gentle concord in the world, 
That hatred is so far from jealousy, 
To sleep by hate, and fear no enmity ^ 

Lys. My lord, I shall reply amazedly, 
Half 'sleep, half waking : But as yet, I swear, 
I can truly say how I came here : 
But, as I think, (for truly would I speak,^ 
And now I do bethink me, so it is ;) 
I came with Hermia hither ; our intent 
Was, to be gone from Athens, where we might be 
Without the peril of the Athenian law. 

Ege. Enough, enough, my lord ; you have enough ; 
I beg the law, the law, upon his head. — 
They would have stol'n away^, they would, Deme- 

trius, 
Thereby to have defeated you and me : 
You, of your wife; and nrte of my consent ; 
Of my consent that she should be your wife. 

Dem. My lord, fair Helen told me of their stealth, 
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Of this (heir purpose hither, to this wood; 
And I in fury hither followed them ; 
Fair Helena in fancy' following me. 
But, my good lord, 1 wot not by what power 
(But bv some power it is,) my love to Hermia, 
Melted as doth the snow, seems to me now 
As the remembrance of an idle gawd,2 
Which in my childhood I did dote upon : 
And all the faith, the virtue of my heart, 
The object, and the pleasure of mine eye, 
Is only Helena. To her, my lord, 
Was I betroth'd ere I saw Hermia : 
But, like in sickness, did I loath this food : 
But, as in health, come to my natural taste, 
Now do I wish it, love it, long for it, 
^nd will for evermore be true to it 

The. Fair lovers, you are /brtuoately met : 
Of this discourse we more will hear anoa.— 
E^us, I will overbear your will ; 
For iu the temple, by and bj with us, 
These couples shall eternally be knit. 
And, for the morning now is something worn. 
Our purposM hunting shall be set aside. — 
Away, with us, to Attiens : Three and throe. 
We'll hold a feast iu great solemnity. — 
Come, Uippolyta. 

[ilxeurU The. Hyp. E^e. and train. 

Don. These things seem smaU, and undis- 
tinguishable. 
Like fhr-ofT mountains turned into clouds. 

Her. Methinks, I see these things with parted eye, 
When every thing seems double. 

Hel. So methinks : 

And I have found Demetrius like a jewel. 
Mine own, and not mine own. 
*Dem. It seems to me 

That yet we sleep, we dream. — Do not j*ou think. 
The d.uke was here, and bid us follow him ? 



(1) Love. 



(2) Toy. 
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HtL And Hippolyta. 

Her. Tea ; and my father. 
Lys. And he did bid us foUorr to the temple. 
Dem. Why then, we are awake : let* s folbw him ; 
And, by the way, let us recount our dreams. \Exe, 

As they go oui^ Bottom awakes. 

Bot. When my cue comes, call me, and I will 
answer : — my next is, Most fair Pyramus. — Hey, 
ho ! — Peter Quince ! Flute, the Mllows-mender ! 
Snout, the tinker ! Starveling ! God*s my life ! 
stolen hence, and left me asleep ! I have had a most 
rare vision. I have had a dream, — past the wit of 
man to say what dream it was : Man is but an ass, 
if he go about to expound this dream. Methought 
I was — there is no man can tell what Methought 
I was, and methought I had, — But man is but a 

fetched fool, if he will offer to say what methought 
had. The eye of man hath not heard, the ear of 
man hath not seen ; man^s hand is not able to taste, 
his tongue to ccmceive, nor his heart to report, what 
my dream was. I will get Petjer Quince to write a 
ballad of this dream : it shall be called Bottom^s 
Dream, because it hath no bottom : and I will sing 
it in the latter end of a play, before the duke 
Peradventure, to make it the more gracious, I shall 
sing it at her death. [ExiL 

SCEJ^E //.—Athens. A room in Quince's 
House. Enter Quince, Flute, Snout, and 
Starveling. 

Quin. Have you sent to Bottom's house? is he 
come home yet .^ 

Star. He cannot be heard of. Out of doubt, he 
is transported. 

Flu. If he come not, then the play is marred ; 
It goes not forward, doth it f 

Quin. It is not possible : you have not a man in 
all Athens, able to dischaige Pyramus, but he. 
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Flu. No; he hath simply the best wit of any 
nandicraft man in Athens. 

Quin. Yea, and the best person too : and he is 
a very paramour for a sweet voice. 

Flu. You must say, paragon: a paramour is, 
God bless us, a thing of nought. 

Enter Snug. 

Snug. Masters, the duke is coming irom the 
temple, and there is two or three lords and ladies 
more married : if our sport had gone foiivard, we 
had all been made men. 

Flu. O sweet bully Bottom ! Thus hath he lost 
sixpence a-day during his life ; he could not have 
*8caped sixpence a-day : an the duke had not given 
him sixpence a-day for playing Pyramus, I'll be 
hanged ; he would have deserved it : sixpence a-day, 
in JPyramus, or nothing. 

£n^ Bottom. 

Bot Where are these lads? where are these 
hearts ? 

Qmn. Bottom! — O most courageous day! O 
most happy hour ! 

Bot. Masters, I am to discourse wonders : but 
ask me not what ; for, if 1 tell you, I am no tiuo 
Athenian. I will tell you every thing, right as it 
^fell out. 

Quin, Let us hear, sweet Bottom. 

Bot. Not a word of me. All that I will tell you, 
is, that the duke hath dined : Get your apparel to- 
gether ; good strings to your beards, new ribbons 
to your pumps; meet presently at the palace; 
every man look o'er his part, for, the short and the 
lon^ is, our play is preferred. In any case, let 
Thisby have clean hnen ; and let not him, that 
plays the lion, pare his nails, for thev shall hangout 
for the li<Hi's claws. And, most dear actors, eat 
no onions, nor garlic, for we are to utter sweet 
breath ; and I do not doubt, but to hear them say, 
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it is a sweet comedy. Mo more words; awaj 
go, awajr. [Exeunt 



ACT V. 

SCEJ^E I.— The same. An aparimerU in the 
Palace of Theseus. £nto* Theseus, Hippolyta, 
Philostrate, LordSf and Attendants. 

Hip. 'Tis strange, my Theseus, that these lovers 
speak of. 

7%«. More strange than true. I never may believe 
These antique fables, nor these fairjr toys. 
Lovers, and madmen, have such seething brains, 
Such shaping fantasies, that apprehend 
MOTe than cool reason ever comprehends. 
The lunatic, Ae lover, and the poet, 
Are of imagination all c(»npact A 
One sees more devils than vast hell can hold ; 
That is, the madman : the lover, all as frantic, 
Sees Helenas beauty in a brow of Egypt : 
The poet's eye, in a fine frenzy rolling. 
Doth glance from heaven to earth, from earth to 

heaven; 
And, as imagination bodies forth 
The fonns of things unknown, the poet's pen 
Turns them to shapes, and gives to airy nothing 
A local habitation, and a natme. 
Such tricks bath strong imagination ; 
That, if it would but apprehend some joy. 
It comprehends some bringer of that joy ; 
Or, in the night, imagining some fear. 
How easy is a bush supposM a bear ! 

Hip. But all the story of the night told over, 
And all their minds transfigured so together. 
More witnesseth than fancy's images. 
And grows to something of great constancy ;2 

(1) Are made of mere imagination. (2) Stability 
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But, howsoever, strange, and admirable. 

Knitr Lysander, Demetrius, Hermia, and Helena. 

The. Here come the lovers, full of joy and mirth.— 
Joy, gentle friends ! joy, and fresh dfays of love, 
• Accompany your hearts ! 

Lys. More than to qs 

Wait oiMTour royal walks, your board, your bed. 

Tht. Cfome now ; what masks, what cfances shall 
we have. 
To wear away this long age of three hours, 
Between our after-supper, and bed-time ? 
Where is our usual manager of mirth ? 
What revels are in hand ? is there no play, 
To ease the anguish of a torturing hour? 
Call Philostrate. 

Philost Here, mighty Theseus. 

The, Say, what abridgement! have you for this 
evening.? 
What mask.? what music? How shall we beguile 
The lazy time, if not with some delight ? 

Philost. There is a brief,2 how many sports aro 
ripe; 
Make dioice of which your highness will see first 
[Givifig a paper. 

The. [Reads.] The battle with the Centaurs, to 
be sung 

By an Athenian eunuch to the harp. 
We'll none of that : that have I told my love, 
In glory of my kinsman Hercules. 

The riot of the tipsy Bacchanals^ 

Tearing the Thracian singer in their rage. 
That is an old device ; and it was play'd 
When I from Thebes came last a conqueror. 

The thrice three Muses mourning for the death 

Of learning, late deceased in beggary. 
That is some satire, keen, and critical, 
Not sorting with a nuptial ceremony. 

(1) Pastime. (2) Short account 
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^ tedious brief scene of young PyranwSf 

And his love Thisbe : very IragictU mirth. 
Merry and tragical ? Tedious and brief? 
That is, hot ice, and wonderous strange snow. 
How shall we find the concord of this discord ? 

Philost. A play there is, my lord, some ten words 
lone; 
Which is as brief as I have known a play : 
By ten words, my lord, it is too long ; 
Which makes it tedious : for in all the nlay 
There is not one word apt, one player ntted. 
And tragical, my noble lord, it is ; 
For Pvramus therein doth kill himself. 
Which, when I saw rehears*d, I must confess. 
Made mine eyes water ; but more merry tears 
The passion of loud laughter never shed. 

The. What are thev, that do play it.^ 

PMhst. Hard-hancled men, thai work in Athens 
here. 
Which never laboured in their minds till now ; 
And now have toil*d their unbreath'd* mejnories 
With this same play, against your nuptial. 

The. And we will hear it 

Philost. No, my noble lord. 

It is not for you : I have heard it over. 
And it is nouing, nothii^ in the world ; 
Unless you can find sport in their intents. 
Extremely stretch'd, and conn'd with cruel pain. 
To do you service. 

The. I will hear that play ; 

For never any thing can be amiss. 
When simpleness and duty tender it. 
Go, bring them in ; — and take your places, ladies. 
{Exit Philostrate. 

Hip, I love not to see wretchedness overcharged, 
And duty in his service perishing. 

The. Why, gentle sweet, you shall see no such 
thing. 

(1) Unexercised. 
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Hip. He says, they can do nothing: in this kind. 

The. The kinder we, to give them thanks for 
nothing. 
Our sport shall be, to take what they mistake : 
And what poor duty cannot do, 
Noble respect takes it in might, not merit 
Where I nave come, great clerks have purposed 
To greet me with premeditated welcomes ; 
Where I have seen them shiver and look pale, 
Make periods in the midst of sentences. 
Throttle their practised accent in their fears. 
And, in conclusion, dumbly have broke off. 
Not paying me a welcome : Trust me, sweet. 
Out of this silence, yet, I pick*d a welcome ; 
And in the modesty of fearful duty 
I read as much, as frcHn the rattling tongue 
Of saucy and audacious eloquence. 
Love, therefore, and tongue-tied simplicity, 
In least, speak most, to my capaci^. 

Enter Philostrate. 

Philost. So please your grace, the prolc^ue ii 

addrest' 
The. Let him approach. [FUmrish of trumpets. 

Enter Prologue. 

Prol. If we offend, it is with our good will. 

That you should think j we come not to q^ffend^ 
But with good will. To show our simple skill. 

That is the true beginning qf our end. 
Consider then, we come but tn despite. 

We do not come as minding to content you. 
Our true intent is. All for your delight, 

W§ are not here. That you should here repent 
you, 
The actors are at hand; and, by their show. 
You shall know all, that you are like to know. 

The. This fellow doth not stand upon points. 

Lys. He hath rid his prologue, like a rough colt, 

(1) Ready. 
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he knows not the stop. A good nwral, my lord : It 
is not enoueh to speak, but to speak true. 

Hip. Indeed he hath playea on this prologue, 
like a child on a recorder ;> a sound, but not in 
government 

The. His speech was like a tangled chain ; no- 
thing impaired, but all disordered. Who is next ? 

Enter Pyramus and Thisbe, Wall, Moonshine, and 
Lion, as in dumb show. 
ProL * Gentles, perchance, you wonder at this 
show; 

* But wonder on, till truth make all things plain. 

* This man is Pyramus, if vou would know ; 

*■ This beauteous lad/ Thisby is, certain. 

* This man, with lime and rough-cast, doth present 

* Wall, that vile wall which did these lovers 

sunder : 

* And through wall*8 chink, poor souls, they are con- 

tent 

* To whisper ; at Ae which let no man wonder. 

* This man, with lantern, dog, and bush of thorn, 

* Presenteth moonshine : for, if you will know, 

< By moonshine did these lovers think no scorn 

* To meet at Ninus^ toiinb, there, there to woo. 

* This grisly beast, which by name lim hight,^ 

* The trusty Thisby, coming first hy night, 

* Did scare away, or rather did affright : 

* And, as she fled, her mantle she did fall ; 

' Which lion vile with bloody mouth did stain : 

* Anon comes Pyramus, sweet youth, and tall, 

* And finds his trusty Thisby's mantle slain : 

* Whereat with blade, with bloody blameful blade, 

* He bravely broach*d his boiling bloody breast f 

* And, Thisby tarrying in mulberry shade, 

< His dagger drew, and died. For all the rest, 

* Let Lion, Moonshine, Wall, and lovers twain, 

* At lars^e discourse, while here ihey do remain.' 

\Exeynt Prol. Thisbe, Licm, and Moonshine. 

(1) A musical instrument (2) Called. 
VOL. II. K 
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7%e, I wonder, if tbe lion be to «peak. 
JDem. No wonder, my lord : one li<xi may, wbea 
many asses do. 

Ivall. * In this same interlude, it doth befall, 

* That I, one Snout by name, present a wall : 

* And such a wall, as I would have you think, 

* That had in it a cranny*d hole, or chink, 

* Through which the lovers, Pyraraus and Tbisby, 

* Did whisper often very secretly. 

* This loam, this rough-cast, and this stone, doth 

show 

* That I am that same wall ; the truth is so : 

* And &is the cranny is, right and sinister, 

* Through which the fearful lovers are to whisper. 

The. Would you desire lime and hair to speak 

better.? 
Dan. It is the wittiest partitkm that ever I heard 
discourse, my lord. 
The. Pyramus draws near the wall ; silence ! 

Enter Pyramus. 

Pyr. «Ogrim-look'd night! O night with hue so 
black ! 

* O night, which ever art, when day is not ! 

< O nieht, O night, alack, alack, alack, 

* I tear my Thisby's promise is forgot ! — 

* And thou, O wall, O sweet, O lovely wall, 

* That stand*st between her father's ground. and 

mine; 

< Thou wall, O wall, O sweet and lorely wall, 

* Show me thy chink, to blink through with mine 

eyne. [Wall holds up his Jmgers. 

* Thanks, courteous wall : Jove shield thee well for 

this! 
*■ But what see I ? No Thisby do I see. 

< O wicked wall, through whom I see no bliss ; 

* Curst be thy stones for thus deceiving me !' 
The. The wail, methinks, being sensible, should 

curse again. 
Pyr* No, in truth, sir, he should not Deceiving 
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me, is Thisby's cue : she is to enter now, and I am 
to spy her through the wall. You shall sec, it will 
fall pat as 1 told you : — Yonder she comes. 

Enter Thisbe. 

This. * O wall, full often ha^ thou heard mj 



* For parting my fair Pjrramus and me : 

* My cherry lips have often kissM thy stcHies; 

* Thy stones with lime and hair knit up in thee. 
Pyr. * I see a voice ; now will I to the chink, 

* To spy an I can hear my Thisby's face. 
•Thisby!' 

This. * My love ! thou art my love, I think.' 
Fyr. * Think what thou wilt, I am thy lover'j 
grace; 

* And like Limander am I trusty still.' 

This. « And I like Helen, till the fates me kiU.' 
Pyr. * Not Shafalus to Procrus was so true.' 
lyUs, ' As Shafalus to Procrus, I to you.' 
Pyr. * O, kiss me through the hole of this vile 

wall.' 
This. * I kiss the wall's hole, not your lips at all.' 
Pyr. *Wilt thou at Ninny's tomb meet me 

straightway .?' 
This. *^Tide life, tide death, I come without de- 
lay' ^ 
WaU. * Thusfaave I, Wall, my part discharged so ; 

* And, being done, thus Wall away doth go.' 

[Exeunt Wall, fyramus, aTtc^ Thisbe. 

T?ie. Now is the mural down between the two 
ndjdiiboQrs. 

3em. No remedy, my lord, when mills are so 
wilful to hear without warning. 

Hip. This is the silliest stiSf that ever I heard* 

The. The best in this kind are but shadows : and 
ibe worst are no worse, if ima^nation amend them. 

Hip. It must be your imagmation then, and not 
theirs. 

The. If we imagme no worse of them, than they 
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of themselves, they may pass for excellent mea 
Here come two noble beasts in, a moon and a lion. 

Enter Lion and Moonshine. 

Lion. ' You, ladies, you, whose gentle hearts do 
fear 

* The smallest monstrous mouse that creeps on 

floor, 

* May now, perchance, both quake and tremble 

here, 

* When li<m rough in wildest rage doth roar. 

* Then know, that I, one Snug the joiner, am 

* A lion fell, nor else no lion's dam : 

* For if I should as licm come in strife 

* Into this place, *twere pity on my life.' 

l^he. A very gende beast, and of a good con- 
science. 

Dem. The very best at a beast, my lord, that 
e'er I saw. 

Lys. This lion is a very fox for his yalour. 

The. True ; and a goose for his discreticm. 

Dem. Not so, my lord: for his valour cannot 
carry his discretion ; and the fox carries the goose. 

The. His discretitm, I am sure, cannot carry his 
valour ; for the ffoose carries not the fox. It is 
well : leave it to nis discretion, and let us listen to 
the moon. 

Moon. * This lantern doth the homed moon pre- 
sent:' 

Den. He should have worn the horns on his 
head. 

The. He is no crescent, and his horns are invisi- 
ble within the circumference. 

Moon. *This lantern doth the homed moon 
present ; 

* Myself the man i' th' moon do seem to be.' 

The. This is the greatest error of all the rest *. 
the man should be put into the lantem : How is i 
else the man i' th' moon f 

Dem, He dares not come there for the candle : 
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for, Tou see, it is already in snuff, i 

Hip. I am aweary of this moon : Would, he 
would change ! 

The. It appears, by his small light of discretion, 
that he is in the wane : but yet, in courtesy, in all 
reason, we must stay the time. 

Lys. Proceed, moon. 

Moon. All that I ha\re to say, is, to tell you, 
that the lantern is the moon ; 1, the man in the 
moon; this thorn-bush, my tbom-bush; and thi» 



dog my, 



Dem. Why, all these should be in the lantern ; 
for they are in the moon. But, silence ; here comes 
Thisbe. 

Enter Thisbe. 

This. < This is old Ninny's tomb : Where is my 

love?' 
Li(m. ♦Oh—.' 

[The lAon roars. — Thisbe runs off'. 
Den, Well roared, lion. 
The. Well run, Thisbe. 
Hip. Well shone, moon. — Truly, the moon 
shines with a good grace. . 
The. Well moused, lion. 

[The lAon tears Thisbe's mantle^ and exit, 
Dan. And so comes Pyramus. 
lAfs. And then the moon vanishes. 

Enter Pyramus. 

Pifr. * Sweet moon, I thank thee for thy sunny 
beams; 

* I thank thee, moon, for shining now so bright : 
For, by thy gracious, golden flittering streams, 

♦ I trust to taste of truest Thisby's sight 

« But stay ;—0 spite! 
* But mark : — Poor knight, 
* What dreadful dole is here 1 

(1) In anger ; a quibble. 
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'Ejesydoyou sec? 

* O dainty duck ! O dear ! 

• Thy mantle »x)d, 

« What, stain'd with blood? 

* Approach, ye furies fell ! 

• O fates ! come, come ; 

• Cut thread and thrum ;* 

< ^ail, crush, conclude, and quell !' 3 
The. This passion, and the death of a dear 
friend, would go near to make a man look sad. 
Hip, Beshrew mv heart, but I pity the man. 
Pyr, ' O, whereiore, nature, didst thou lions 
frame? 

* Since lion vile hath here deflour'd my dear : 

' Which is — no, no — ^which was the fairest dame, 

♦ That hV'd, thatlor'd, that lik'd, that look'd with 

chfer.' 

' Come, tears, confound ; 

• Out, sword, and wound 

* The p^ of Pyramus: 

• Ay, that left pap, 

« Where heart doth hop ; 
*• Thus die I, thus, thus, thus. 

• Now am I dead, 
•Now am I fled; 

* My soul is in the sky : 

• Tongue, lose thy lieht ! 
*Moon,take thy flight! 

' Now, die, die, die, die, die. 

[Dies. — Exit Moonshine. 

Dem, No die, but an ace, for him; fcnr he is but 
<»e. 

Ijys, Less than an ace, man; for he is dead ; 
he is nothioe. 

j?%«. Wim the help of a surgeon, he might yet 
recover, and prove an ass. 

Hip. How chance Moonshine is gone, before 
Thisbe comes back and flnds her lover ? 

(1) Coarse yam. (2) Destroy. (3) Countenance. 
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The. She will find him by star-light.— Hera the 
comes ; and her passion ends the play. 

Enter Thisbe. 

Hip. Methinks, she should not use a long one, 
for such a Pjrramus : I hope, she will be brief. 

Dem. A mote will turn the balance, which Py- 
ramus, which Thisbe, is the better. 

Ijys. She hath spied him already with those 
sweet eyes. 

Dem. And thus she moans, videUcei. 

This. * Asleep, my love ? 

* What, dead, my dove? 

* O Pyramus, arise, 

* Speak, speak. Quite dumb f 
< Dead, dead? A tomb 

* Must cover thy sweet eyes. 

* These lily brows, 
This cherry nose, 

* These yellow cowslip cheeks, 

* Are gone, are gone : 

* Lovers, make moan ! 

* His eyes were green as leeks. 

* O sisters three, 

' Come, come, to me, 
« With hands as pale a3 milk ; 

* Lay them in gore, 

* Since you have shore 

* With shears his thread of silk. 

* Toi^ue, not a word : — 
' Come, trus^ sword ; 

* Come, blade, my breast imbrue ; 

* And farewell, friends ; — 

* Thus, Thisby ends : 

* Adieu, adieu, adieu.* [Diee, 
The. Moondiine and laon are lefl to bury the 

dead. 

Dem. Ay, and Wall toa 

£ot No, I assure you ; the wall is down Aat 
parted their fathers. Will it please you to see the 
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epilo^e, or to hear a Bergopoask dance, between 
two of our company ? 

The. No epilo^e, I pray you; for your play 
needs no excuse. Never excuse ; for when the play- 
ers are all dead, there need none to be blamed. 
Marry, if he that writ it had playM Pyramus, and 
hanged himself in Thisbe*s garter, it would have 
been a fine tragedy : and so it is, truly; and very 
notably dischi^ged. But come, your Bergomask : 
let your epilogue alone. [Here a dance o/* Clowns. 
The irCMi tongue of midnight hath told twelve : — 
Lovers, to b^ ; 'ds almost fairy time. 
I fear we shall out-sleep the coming mom. 
As much as we this night have overwatch*d. 
This palpable gross play hath well b^uiPd 
The heai^ gaiti of night — Sweet friends, to bed. — 
A fortnight hold we uiis solemnity, 
In nightiy revels, and new jolli^. [Exeunt 

SCEJVJE IL-^EfOer Puck. 

Puck. Now the hungry lion roars, 

And the wolf behowls the moon ; 
Whilst the heavy ploi:^hman snores. 

All with weaiy task fordone.^ 
Now the wasted brands do glow, 

Whilst the scritch-owl, scritchmg loud, 
Puts the wretch, that lies in wo, 

In remembrance of a shroud. 
Now it is the' time of night, 

Tlmt the graves, all gaping wide, 
Every one lets foilh his sprite. 

In the church-way paths to glide : 
And we fairies, that do run 

By the triple Hecate^s team, 
■From the presence of the sun. 

Following darkness like a dream. 
Now are frolic ; not a mouse 
Shall diiiturb ^ hallowM house : 

(1) Progress. (2) Overcome. . 
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I am sent, with broom before, 

To sweep the dust behind the door. 

Enter Oberoo and Titania, with their Train, 

Obe. Through this house give glimmering light. 

By the dead and drowsy fire : 
Every elf, and fainr sprite. 

Hop as light as bird from brier; 
And tnis ditty, after me. 
Sing and dance it trippingly. 

Tita. First rehearse this song by rote : 
To each word a warbling note. 
Hand in hand, with fairy ^ce. 
Will we sing, and bless this place. 

SONG, AND DANCE. 

Obe, Now, until the break of day. 
Through this house each fairy stray. 
To the best bride-bed will we. 
Which by us shall blessed be ; 
And the issue, there create. 
Ever shall be fortunate. 
So ^all all the couples three 
Ever true in loving be : 
And the blots of nature's hand 
Shall not in their issue stand; 
Never mole, hare-lip, nor scar. 
Nor mark prodigiou^t such as are 
Despised in nativity. 
Shall up(xi their children be.-~ 
With this field-dew consecrate. 
Every faiiy take his gait ;3 
And each several chamber bless, 
Through this palace with sweet peace : 
£*er shall it in safety rest, 
And the owner of it blest. 

(1) Portentous. (^ Way. 
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Tripawaj; 

Make no stay ; 
Meet me all by break of day. 

{Eoceunl Oberon, Titania, vand TVom. 
Puck. If toe shadows Jiave oj^endedf 

Think but this (andaU is mended,) 

That you have but slumbered here. 

While these visions did appear. 

And this weak and idle thane, 

J^o more yielding but a dream, 

Creniles, do not reprehend; 

If you pardon, we will mend. 

And, as Pm an honest Puck, 

If we ha/oe unearned luck 

JSTow to ^ scape the serpents tongue. 

We will make amends, ere long: 

Else the Puck a liar call. 

So, good night unto you alL 

Give me your hands, if we befriends. 

And Robin shaU restore amends. [Elxit 



Wild and fantastical as this play is, all the parts 
in their various modes are well written, and give 
the kind of pleasure wbTcfa the author designed 
Fairies in his time were much in fashion ; common 
traditi<m had made them familiar, and Spencer's 
ooem had made tbi&m great 

JOHNSON. 
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PERSONS RKPRESENTED. 

Ferdinand, king qf Mnarre, 

Biron, ^ 

Longaville, V lords, attending on the king. 

Dumam, ) 

Boyet, ) lords, attending on the princess qf 

Mercade, > France. 

Don Adiiano de Annado, a fantastical Spaniard, 

Sir Nathaniel, a curate, 

Holofemes, a schoolmaster, 

DvXi, a constable. 

Costard, a dotoit. 

Moth, pags to Armado, 

A Forester, 



Princess of France. 

Rosaline, ^ 

Maria, > ladies, attending on the princess. 

Katharine, ^ 

Jaquenetta, a country wench. 

Officers and others, attendants on the Jang and 
princess. 

Scene, JWtoamc 
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ACT I. 

SCEJVE I. — JSTavarre. A parky with a palate 
in it. Enter Vui Kin^, Biroa, LoogaFille, and 
Dumain. 

King, ^ 

Let fame, that all hunt after in their lives, 
Live register'd upon our brazen tombs, 
And then grace us in the disgrace of death ; 
When, spite of cormorant devouring time. 
The endeavour of this present breath may buy 
That honour, which shall bate his scythe's keen 

edge. 
And make us heirs of all etemitv. 
Therefore, brave conquerors ! — tor so you are, 
That war against your own affections, 
And the huge armv of the world's desires, — 
Our late edict shall stronjrly stand in force : 
Navarre shall be the wonder of the world ; 
Our court shall be a little academe, . 
Still and contemplative in living art. . 
You three, Bir6n, Dumain, and Lmigaville, 
Have sworn for three years' term to live with me, 
My fellow-scholars, and to keep those statutes. 
That are recorded in this schedule here : 
Your oaths are past, and now subscribe your names ; 
That his own hand may strike his honour down, 
That violates the smallest branch herein : 
If you are arm'd to do, as sworn to do. 
Subscribe to your deep oath, and keep it too. 
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Long. I am resolved : 'tis but a three yean* fast; 
The mind shall banquet, though the body pine : 
Fat paunches have lean pates ; and dainty bits 
Make rich the ribs, but bank'rout quite the wits. 

Dum. My loving lord, Dumain is mortified ; 
The grosser manner of these world's delights 
He throws upon the gross world's baser slaves : 
To love, to wealth, to pomp, I pine and die ; 
With all these living in philosophy. 

Biron. I can but say their protestation over, 
So much, dear li^e, I have already sworn. 
That is. To live anid study here three years. 
But there are other strict observances : 
As, not to see a wcnnan in that term ; 
Which, I hope well, is not enrolled there : 
And, one day in a week to touch no food ; 
And but one meal on every dav beside ; 
The which, I hope, is not enrolled there : 
And then, to sleep but three hours in the night. 
And not be seen to wink of all the day ; 
(When I was wont to think no harm all night. 
And make a dark night too of half the day ;) 
Which, I hope well, is not enrolled Uiere : 
O, these are barren tasks, too hard to keep; 
Not to see ladies, study; fast, not sleep. 

King. Your oath is pass'd to pass away from these. 

Biron. Let me sav no, my liege, an if you please ; 
I only swore, to stuay with your grace. 
And stay here in your court for three years' space. 

Long. You swore tOxthat, Biron, and to the rest 

Biron. By yea and nay, sir, then I swore in 
iest— 
What is the end of study? let me know. 

King. Why, that to know, which else we should 
not know. 

Biron. Things hid and barr'd, you mean, from 
common sense ; 

King. Ay, that is study's god-like rec(Hnpense. 

Biron. (Home on then, I will swear to stuay so, 
To know Ihe thing I am forbid to know : 
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As thus — To study where I well may dine, 

When I to feast expressly am forbid ; 
Or, study where to meet some mistress fine, 

When mistresses from common sense arc bid t 
Or, having sworn too hard-a-keeping oath, 
Study to break it, and not break my troth. 
If studv^s gain be thus, and this be so, 
Study knows that, which yet it doth not know : 
Swear me to this, and I will ne^er say, no. 

King. These be the stops that hinder study quite, 
And train our intellects to vain delight 

Biron. Why, all delights are vain; but that 
most vain, 
Which, with pain purchas*d, doth inherit pain : 
As, painfully to pore upon a book, 

To seek the like of truth ; while truth the while 
Doth falsely 1 blind the eyesight of his look : 

Light, seeking light, doth light of light beguile : 
So, ere you fina where light in darkness lies. 
Your light grows dark by losing of vour eyes. 
Study me how to please the eye indeed. 

By fixing it upon a fairer eye ; 
Who dazzling so, that eye shall be his heed. 

And give him light that was it blinded by. 
Study is like the heaven's glorious sun. 

That will not be deep-searchM with saucy looksj 
Small have continual plodders ever won. 

Save base authority from others* books. 
These earthly godfathers of heaven's lights. 

That give a name to every fixed star. 
Have no more profit of their shining nights. 

Than those that walk, and wot ilbt what they arc. 
Too much to know, is, to know nought but fame ; 
And every godfather can give a name. 

King. How well he's read, to reason against 
reading ! 

Dwn, Proceeded well, to stop all good pro* 
ceeding ! 

(1) Dishonestly, treacherously. 
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Long. He weeds the com, and still lets grow the 



Biron. The spring is near, when green geese 
are a breeding. 

Dvm. How follows Uiat ? 

Biron. Fit in his place and time. 

Dvm. In reason nothing. 

Biron, !x>niething then in rhyme. 

Long. Biron is like an envious sneaping^ frost, 
That bites the first-bom infants of the spring. 

Biron, Well, say I am ; why should proud sum- 
mer boast, 
Before the birds have any cause to sing? 
Why should I joy in an abortive birth? 
At Christmas, I no more desire a rose 
Than wish a snow in May*s new-fangled shows '^ 
But like of each thin^, that in season grows. 
So you, to study now it is too late, 
Climb o*er the house to unlock the little gate. 

King. Well, sit you out : go home, Bir6n ; adieul 

Biron. No, my good lord ; I have swom to sta/ 
with you : 
And, though I have for barbarism spoke more, 

Than for that angel knowledge you can say. 
Yet confident I'll keep what I have swore. 

And 'bide the penance of each three years' day. 
Give me the paper, let me read the same ; 
And to the strict'st decrees I'll write my name. 
. King. How well this yielding rescues thee from 
shame ! 

Biron. ^lUads.'] Item, That no woman shall 
come toithtn a mile of my court. — 
And hath this been proclaim'd ? 

Long. ^ Four days aga 

Biron. Ijet's see' the penalty. 
[Retids.} —On pain of losing her tongue. — 

Who devis'd this? 

Long. Marry, that did I. 

(1) Nipping. (2) Games, sports. 
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Biron. Sweet lord, and why ? 

Long. To fright them hence with that dread 

penalty. 
£ir<m. A dangertms law against gentility. 
[Reads.] Item, If any man be seen to ieuk with 
a woman within the term of thru years^ he shall 
endure suchpttblic shame as the rest of the court 
can possibly devise. — 
This article, my liege, yourself must break ; 

For, well you know, here comes in embassy 
The French king*s daughter, with yourself to 
speak, — 
A maid of grace, and c6mplete majesty, — 
About surrender-up of Aquitain 

To her decrepit, sick, and bed-rid father : 
Therefore this article is made in vain. 
Or vainly comes the admired princess hither. 
King. What say you, lords f why, this wai 

quite forgot. 
JSiron. So study evermore is overshot ; 
"While it doth study to have what it would. 
It doth forget to do the thing it should : 
And when it hath the thing it hunteth most, 
'Tis won, as towns with fire ; so won, so lost 
King. We must, of force, dispense with this 
decree; 
She must lie* here on mere necessity. 
Biron. Necessity will make us all forsworn 
Three thousand times within this three yeai-s' 
space : 
For every man with his afieets is bom ; 

Not by might mastered, but by special grace : 
If I break faith, this word shall speak for me, 
I am forsworn on mere necessity. — 
So to the laws at large I write my name : 

[S^scribes. 
And he that breaks them in the least degree, 
Stands in attainder of eternal shame : 
Suggestions^ are to others, as to me ; 

(1) Reside. (2) Temptations. 

VOL. II. L 
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But, I believe, although I seem so loth, 
I am the last that will last keep bis oath. . 
But is there no quicki recreaticm granted : 
King. Ay, tluit there is : our court, you knovr, 
is haunted 
With a refined traveller of Spain ; 
A man in all the worid^s new fashion planted. 
That hath a mint oS phrases in his brain : 
One, whom the music of nis own vain tongue 

Doth ravish, like enchanting harmony ; 
A man of complements, whom ri^ht and wrong 

Have chose as umpire of their mutiny : 
This child of fancy, that Armado hight,3 

For interim to our studies, shall relate. 
In high-born words, the worth of many a kni«^ht 

From tavray Spain, lost in the worId*s debate. 
How you delidit, my lords, I know not, I ; 
But I protest, 1 love to hear him lie. 
And I will use him for my minstrelsy. 

JBiron. Armado is a most illustrious wight, 
A man of fire-new words, fashion's own knight 
Ltmg. Costard the swain, and he, shall be oui 
sport; 
And, so to study, three years is but short 

Enter Dull, wilh a Utter ^ and Costard. 

DiiU. Which is the duke's own person ? 

Biron. This, fellow ; What would'st ? 

JJhtU. I myself reprel^end his own person, for I 
am his grace's tharboroueh ^^ but I would see his 
own person in flesh and blood. 

Biron. This is he. 

JhiU. Signior Arme — Arme— commends you. — 
There's villany abroad ; this letter will tell you 
more. 

CosU Sir, the contempts thereof are as touching 
me. 

(1) Lively, sprightly. (2) Called. 

(3; t. e. third-borough, a peace-officer. 
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Kitig. A letter from the magnificent Armado. 

Biron, Hovr low soever the matter, I hope in 
God for hi^h words. 

Lon^. A high hope for a low having : God grant 
iu patience ! 

Biron, To hear? or forbear heanng ? 

Long. To hear meekly, sir, and to laugh mode- 
rately ; or to forbear boUi. 

Biron, Well, sir, be it as the style shall give lit 
cause to climb in the roerriness. 

Cost. The matter is to me, sir, as concerning 
Jaquenetta. The manner of it is, I was taken 
with the manner. 1 

Biron. In what manner.^ 

Cost. In manner and form following, sir; all 
those three : I was seen with her in the manor 
bouse, sitting with her upon the form, and taken 
following her into the park ; which, put together, 
18, in manner and form following. Now, sir, for 
the manner, — it is the manner of a man to speak 
to a woman : for the form, — in some form. 

Biron. For the following, sir ? 

Cost. As it shall follow m my correction ; and 
God defend the right i 

King. Will you hear this letter with attention ? 

Biron. As we wonld hear an oracle. 

Cost. Such is the simplicity of man to hearken 
after the flesh. 

King. [Reads.! Great deputy, the welkin's vice- 
gerenty and sole dominator of J^avarre, my souTa 
0arth*s God, and body"* s fostering patron, — 

Cost. Not a word of Costard yet 

King. So it is, — 

Cost. It may be so : but if he say it is so, he is, 
in telling true, but so, so. 

King. Peace. 

Cost. — be to me, and every man that dares 
not fight !~ 

(1) In the fact. 
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King, No words. 

Cast. — of other men's secret*, I beseech you. 

King. So it is, besieged with sable-coloured 
melancholy, I did cxnnmend the black-oppressing 
humour to the most wholesome physic of thy health- 
giving air ; and, as I am a gentleman, betook my- 
self to walk. The time wlun ? About the sixth 
hour ; when beasts most graze, birds best peck, and 
men sit duton to that nourisfment which is called 
supper. So much for the time when. JSTowJor the 
ground which ,' which, I mean, I walked upon : 
tt is ycUped tf^ park. Then for the place where ; 
where, I mean, I did encounter that obscene and 
most preposterous event, that draweih from, my 
snow-white pen the ebon-coloured ink, which here 
thou viewest, beholdest, surveyest, or seest: but to 
the place, where, — Itstandeth north-north-east and 
by east from the west comer of thy curious-knot- 
ted garden : there did I see that low-spirited swain, 
that base minnow of thy mirth, 

Cost. Me. 

King. — thai unlettered small-knowing soul. 

Cost. Me. 

King. — that shallow vassal. 

Cost. Still mo. 

King. — which, as I remember, highi Cos- 
tard, 

Cost. Ome! 

King. — sorted and consorted, contrary to thy 
established proclaimed edict and continent canon, 
with — with, — O vnih — but with this I passion to 
say wherewith. 

Cost. With a wench. 

King. — with a child of our grandmother Eve, 
a female ; or, for thy more sweet understanding, 
a u)oman. Him I (as my ever-esteemed duty pricks 
me on) have sent to thee, to receive the rneed qf 
punishment, by thy sweet grace's officer, Antony 
Dull; a man of good repute, carriage, bearings 
and estimation. 
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Dull. Me, an't shall please you; I am Autony 
Dull. 

King. For Jaqueneita (so w the weaker vessel 
calledj which I apprehended with the aforesaid 
swain,) I keep her as a vessel of thy law's fury ; 
and shally at the least of thy sweet notice, brings 
her to trial. Thine, in all compUmenis of devoted 
and heart-burning heat of duty. 

DON ADRIANO DE ARMADO. 

Biron. This is not so well as I looked for, but 
the best that ever I heard. 

King. Ay, the best for the worst But, sirrah, 
what say you to this f 

Cost. Sir, I confess the wench. 

King. Did you hear the proclamation ? 

Cost. I do confess much of the hearing it, but 
little of the marking of it 

King. It was proclaimed a year's imprisonment, 
to be taken with a wench. 

Cost. I was taken with none, sir, I was taken 
with a damosel. 

King. Well, it was proclaimed damosel. 

Cost. This was no damosel neither, sir ; she was 
a vir^n. 

King. It is so varied too ; for it was proclaimed, 
vii^'n. 

Cost. If it were, I deny her virginity ; I was 
taken with a maid. 

King. This maid will not serve your turn, sir. 

Cost. This maid will serve my turn, sir. 

King. Sir, I will pronounce your sentence ; You 
shall fast a week with bran and water. 

Cost. I had rather pray a month with mutton 
and porridge. 

King. And Don Arm^do shall be your keeper. — 
My lord Biron see him deliver'd o'er. — 
And go we, lords, to put in practice that 

Which each to other hath so strongly sworn. 

[Exeunt King, Longaville, and Dumain. 
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Biron, V\\ lay my head to any good man^s hat, 
These oaths and laws will prove an idle scorn. — 
Sirrah, come on. 

Cost. I suffer for the truth, sir : for true it is, I 
was taken with Jaquenetta, and Jaquenetta is a 
true girl ; and therefore. Welcome the sour cup of 
prosperi^! Affliction may one day smile again, 
and till men, Sit thee down, sorrow ! [Exeunt, 

SCEJVJB //. — Another part of the same. Ar- 
madw*s house. Enter Armado and Moth. 

Arm. Boy, what sign is it, when a man of great 
spirit grows melancholy? 

Moth. A great sign, sir, that he will look sad. 

Arm, Why, sadness is one and the self-same 
thing, dear imp. 

Moth. No, no ; O lord, sir, no. 

Arm. How canst thou part sadness and melan 
choly, my tender juvenal?* 

J)foth. By a familiar demonstration of the work- 
ing, my tough senior. 

Arm. Why tough senior ? why tough senior f 

Moth. Why tender Juvenal ? why tender Juvenal ? 

Arm. 1 spoke it, tender juvenal, as a congruent 
epitheton, appertaining to thy young days, which 
we may nominate tender. 

Moth. And I, tough senior, as an appertinent 
title to your old time, which we may name tough. 

Arm. Pretty, and apt 

MoVi. How mean you, sir.^ I pretty, and my 
■aying apt? or I apt, and my saying pretty? 

Arm. Thou pretty, because little. 

Jlfo^. Little pretty, because litde : Wherefore apt^ 

Arm. And therefore apt, because quick. 

Moth. Speak you this m my praise, master ? 

Arm. In thy condign praise. 

Moth. I will praise an eel with the same praise. 

Arm. What ? Aat an eel is ingenious ? 

(1) A young man. 
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Moth. That an eel is quick. 

Arm. I do say, thou art quick in answers : Thoa 
heatest my blood. 

Moth. I am answered, sir. 

Arm. I love not to be crossed. 

Moth. He speaks the mere contrary, crosses* 
love not him. [Aside, 

Arm. I have promised to study three years with 
the duke. 

Moth. You may do it in an hour, sir. 

Arm. Impossible. 

Moth. How many is one thrice told } 

Arm. I am ill at reckoning, it fitteth the spirit of 
a tapster. 

Moth. You are a gentleman, and a gamester, sir. 

Arm. I confess TOth ; they are bom the varnish 
•f a complete man. 

Moth. Then, I am sure you know how much the 
gross sum of deuce-ace amounts to. 

Arm. It doth amount to one more than two. 

Moth, Which the base vulgar do call, three. 

Arm. True. 

Moth. Why, sir, is this such a piece of study ? 
Now here is three studied, ere you'll thrice wink 
and how easy it is to put years to the word three 
and study three years in two words, the dancing 
horse will tell you. 

Arm^ A most fine figure ! 

Moth. To prove you a cypher. [Aside, 

Arm. I will hereupon coiuess, I am in love : and, 
|« it is base for a soldier to love, so am I in love 
with a base wench. If drawine my s^vord against 
the humour of affection would deliver me from the 
reprobate thought of it, 1 would take desire pri- 
soner, and ransom him to any French courtier for 
a new devised courtesy. I think scorn to sigh ; 
methinks, I diOuld out-swear Cupid. Comfort me, 
boy : What great men have been in love? 

(1) The name of a coin once current 
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Moth, Hercules, master. 

Arm. Most sweet Hercules! — More authority, 
dear boy, name more ; and, sweet my child, let 
them be men of good repute and carriage. 

Moth, Samson, master : he was a man of good 
carriage, great carriage; for he carried the town- 
gates on his back, like a porter : and be was in love. 

AfTTL O well-knit Samscm I strong-jointed Sam- 
son ! I do excel thee in my rapier, as much as thou 
didst me in carrying gates. I am in love too, — Who 
was Samson's love, my dear Moth f 

Moth, A woman, master. 

Arm. Of what complexion ? 

Moth. Of all the four, or the three, or the two ; 
or one of the four. 

Arm. Tell me precisely of what complexion. 

Moth. Of the sea*water green, sir. 

Arm. Is that one of the four complexions.* 

Moth. As I have read, sir ; and the best of them 
loo. 

Arm. Green, indeed, is the colour of lovers : but 
to have a love of that colour, methinks, Samson 
nad small reason for it He, surely, affected her 
for her wit. 

Moth. It was so, sir ; for she had a green wit. 

Arm. My love is most immaculate white and red. 

Moth. Most maculate thoughts, master, are 
masked under such colours. 

Arm. Define, define, well-educated infant. 

Moth. My father's wit, and my mother's tongue, 
assist me ! 

Arm. Sweet invocation of a child ; most pretty, 
and pathetical ! 

Moth. If she be made of white and red, 
Her faults will ne'er be known; 
For blushing cheeks by faults are bred, 

And fears by pale-white shown : 
Then, if she fikr, or be to blame. 
By this you shall not know; 
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For still her cheeks possess the same, 
Which native she doth owe.* 
A dangerous rhyme, master, against the reason of 
white and red. 

Arm. Is there not a ballad, boy, of the King and 
the Beggar ? 

Jtfb<n. The world was very guilty of such a ballad 
some three ages since : but, 1 think, now 'tis not to 
be found ; or, if it were, it would neither serve for 
the writing, nor the tune. 

Arm. I will have the subject newly writ o'er, tliat 
I may example my digression^ by some mi^-hty pre- 
cedent Boy, I So love that country girl, that I 
took in the park with the rational hmd Costard ; 
she deser\'es well. 

Moth. To be whipped ; and yet a better love 
than my master. {Aside, 

Arm. Sing, boy ; my spirits grow heavy m love. 

Moth. And that's great marvel, loving a light 
wench. 

Arm. I say, sing. 

Moth. Forbear till this company be past 

Enter Dull, Costard, and Jaqucnetta. 

Dull. Sir, the duke's pleasure is, that you keep 
Costard safe : and you must let him take no delight, 
nor no penance ; but a' must fast three days .i-week : 
For this damsel, I must keep her at the park ; she 
is allowed for the day-woman.3 Fare you well. 

Arm. I do betray myself with blushing. — Maid. 

Jaq. Man. 

Arm. I will visit thee at the lodge. 

Jag. That's hereby. 

Arm. I know where it is situate. 

Jaq. Lord, how wise you are ! 

Arm. I will tell thee wonders. 

Jaq. With that fa:c ? 

(1) Of which she is naturally possessed. 

(2) Transgression. (3) Dairy-WMnan. 
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^rm. I love thee. 

Jaq. So I heard you say. 

Arm. And so farewell. 

Jaq. Fair weather after you ! 

DuU. Come, Jaquenetta, away. 

[Exeunt Dull and Jaquenetta. 

Arm. Villain, thou shalt fast for thy offences, ere 
thou be pardoned. 

Cost. Well, sir, I hope, when I do it, I shall do 
it (m a full stomach. 

Arm. Thou shalt be heavily punished. 

Cost. I am more bound to you, than your fellows, 
for they are but lightly rewarded. 

Arm. Take away this villain ; shut him up. 

JMoth. Come, you transgressing slave ; away. 

Cost. Let me not be pc;nt up, sir ; I will fast, be- 
ing loose. 

Moth. No, sir ; that were fast and loose : thou 
shalt to prison. 

Co*/.;. Well, if ever I do see the meriy days of 
desolation that I have seen, some shall see — 

Moth. What shall some see ^ 

Cost. Nay, nothing, master Moth, but what they 
look upon. It is not for prisoners to be too silent in 
their words; and, therefore, I will say nothing: 1 
thank God, I have as little patience as another man ; 
and, therefore, I can be quiet 

[Exeunt Moth and Costard. 

Arm^ I do affect^ the very ground, which is base, 
where her shoe, which is baser, guided by her foot, 
which is basest, doth tread. I shall be forsworn 
(which is a great argument of falsehood,) if I love : 
and how can that be true love, which is falsely at- 
tempted } Love is a familiar ; love is a devil : there 
is no evil angel but love. Yet Samson was so 
tempted : and he bad an excellent strength : yet was 
Solomon so seduced ; and he had a very good wit. 
Cupid's butt-shaft^ is too hard for Hercules' club, 

(1) Love. (2) Arrow to shoot at butts with. 
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and therefore too much odds for a Spaniard*! rapier. 
The first and second cause will not serve my turn ; 
the passado he respects not, the duello he regards 
not : his di^race is to be called boy ; but his glory 
is, to subdue men. Adieu, valour ! rust, rapier I be 
still, drum ! for your manager is in love ; yea, he 
loveth. Assist me, some extemporal god of rhyme, 
ibr, I am sure, I shall turn sonneteer. Devise wit ; 
write pen ; for 1 am for whole volumes in folio. 

[Exit 



ACT IL 

aCEJ^E I. — Another part of the same. A pa 
vilion and tents at a distance. Enter the Prin 
cess of France, Rosaline, Maria, Katharine 
Boyet, Lords, and other attendants. 

JBoyet. Now, madam, sumnxm up your dearest 
spirits : 
Consider who the king your father sends ; 
To whom he sends ; and whaCs his embassy : 
Yourself, held precious in the world's esteem ; 
To parley with the sole inheritor 
Of all perfections that a man may owe. 
Matchless Navarre ; the plea of no less weight 
Than Aquitain ; a dowry for a queen. 
Be now as prodigal of all dear grace. 
As nature was in making graces dear, 
When she did starve the general world beside. 
And prodigally gave them all to you. 

Prin. Good lord Boyet, my beauty, though but 
mean, 
Needs not the painted flourish of your praise ; 
Beauty is bought by judgment of the eye. 
Not utter'd by base sale of chapmen's tongues : 
I am less proud to bear you tell my worth, 

(1) Best 
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Than you much willing to be counted wise 

In spending your wit in the praise of mine. 

But now to task the tasker,--Good Boyet, 

You are not ignorant, all-telling fame 

Doth noise abroad, Navarre hath made a vow, 

Till painful study shall out-wear three years, 

No woman may approach his silent court : 

Therefore to us seemeth it a needful course. 

Before we enter his forbidden gates, 

To know his pleasure ; and in that behalf, 

Bold of your worthiness, we single you 

As our best-moving fair solicitor : 

Tell him, the daughter of the king of France, 

On serious business, craving qurck despatch, 

Imp6rtunes personal conference with his grace. 

Haste, signify so much ; while we attend. 

Like humble-visagM suitors, his high will. 

Boyet Proud oi employment, willingly I go. 

[Exit. 

Prin. All pride is willing pride, and yours is so. — 
Who are the votaries, my loving lords. 
That are vow-fellows with this virtuous duke ? 

1 Lord. Longaville is one. 

Prin, Know you the man } 

Mar, I know him, madam ; at a marriage feast. 
Between lord Perigort and the beauteous heir 
Of Jaques Falconbridge solemnized, 
In Normandy saw I this Longaville : 
A man of sovereign parts he is esteem'd ; 
Well fitted in the arts, glorious in arms : 
Nothing becomes him ill, that he would well. 
The only soil of his fair virtue^s gloss, 
(If virtue's gloss will stain with any soil,) 
Is a sharp wit match'd with too blunt a will ; 
Whose edge hath power to cut, whose will still 

wills 
It should none spare that come within his power. 

Prin, Some merry mocking lord, belike ; isU so ^ 

Mar. They say so most, that most his humours 
know. 
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Prin. Such short-liv'd wits do wither as thej 
grow. 
Who are the rest ? 

Kath. The young Dumain, a well-accomplished 
youtli, 
Of all that virtue love for virtue lov'd : 
Most power to do most harm, least knowing ill ; 
For he hath wit to make an ill shape good, 
And shape to win grace though he had no wit 
I saw him at the duke Alenqon's once ; 
And much too little of that good I saw, 
Is my report, to his great worthiness. 

Ros. Another of these students at that time 
Was there with him : if I have heard a tmth, 
Biron they call him ; but a merrier man, 
Within the limit of becoming mirth, 
1 never spent an hour's talk withal : 
His eye begets occasion for his wit ; 
For every object that the <Hie doth catch. 
The other turns to a mirth-moving jest ; 
Which his fair tongue (conceit's expositor,) 
Delivers in such apt and gracious words. 
That aged ears play truant at his tales. 
And younger hearings are quite ravished ; 
So sweet and voluble is his discourse. 

Prin. God bless my ladies ! are they all in love j 
That every one her own hath garnished 
With such bedecking ornaments of praise f 

Mar. Here comes Boyet. 

Re-enter Boyet. 

Prin. Now, what admittance, lord ? 

Boyet Navarre had notice of your fair approach ; 
And he, and his competitors^ in oath. 
Were all address'd^ to meet you, gentle lady. 
Before I came. Marry, thus much I have learnt. 
He rather means to lodge you in the field 
(Like one that comes here to besiege his court,) 

(1) Confederates. (2) Prepared. 
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Than seek a dispensation for his oath, 
To let you enter his unpeopled house. 
Here comes Nararre. [The ladies mask. 

Enter King, Longaville, Duipjain, Biron, and at" 
iendants. 

JTtng*. Fair princess, welcome to the court of 
Navarre. 

Prin, Fair, I give yon back again ; and, wel- 
come I have not yet: the roof of this court is too 
high to be yours ; and welcome to the wild fields 
too base to be mine. 

King. You shall be welcome, madam, to my 
court 

Prin. I Mrill be welcome then; conduct me 
thither. 

King. Hear me, dear lady ; I have sworn an oath. 

Prin. Our lady help mv lord ! he'll be forsworn. 

King, Not for the world, fair madam, by my will. 

Prin. Why, will shall break it ; will, and nothing 
else. 

King. Your ladyship is ignorant what it is. 

Prin. Were mv lord so, his ignorance were wise. 
Wherei now his knowledge must prove is;norance. 
I hear, your grace hath sworn out house-keeping : 
'Tis deadly sin to keep that oath, my lord, 
And sin to break it : 
But pardon me, I am too sudden-bold ; 
To teach a teacher ill beseemeth me. 
Vouchsafe to read the purpose of my coming, 
And suddenly resolve me in my suit 

[Gives a paper. 

King. Madam, I will, if suddenly I may. 

Prin. You will the sooner, that I were away ; 
For you'll prove penur'd, if you make me stay. 

Biron. Did not I dance with you in Brabant 
once.^ 

Ros. Did not I dance with you in Brabant once ? 

(1) Whereas. 
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JBiron. I kooWi you did. 

Ros. How needless was it then 

To ask the question ! 

Biron, You must not be so quick. 

Ros. 'Tis 'long of joii that spur me with such 
questions. 

Biron, Your wit's too hot, it speeds too fast, 
'twill tire. 

Ros. Not.tilUt leaves the rider in the mire. 

Biron. "What time o' dajr ? 

Ros. The hour that fools should ask. 

Biron. Now fair befall your mask I 

Ros. Fair fall the face it ewers .' 

Biron. And send you many lovers I 

Ros. Amen, so you be none. 

Biron. Nay, then will I be gone. 

King. Madam, vour father here doth intimate, 
The payment of a hundred thousand crowns ; 
Being but the one half of an entire sum. 
Disbursed by my father in his wars. 
But say, that he, or we (as neither have,) 
Receiv'd that sum ; yet there remains unpaid 
A hundred thousand more ; in surety of the which^ 
One part of Aquitain is bound to us. 
Although not valued to the money's worth. 
If then the king vour father will restore . 
But that one half which is unsatisfied, 
We will give up our right in Aquitain, 
And hold fair friendship with his maiesty. 
But that, it seems, he little purposeth, 
For here he doth demand to have repaid 
A hundred thousand crowns ; and not demands, 
On payment of a hundred thousand cro^vns. 
To have his title live in Aquitain ; 
Which we much rather had depart^ withal, 
And have the money by our fatner lent, 
Than Aquitain so gelded aa it is. 
Dear princess, were not his requests so far 

(I) Part 
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From reason's yielding^, your fair self should make 

A yielding, 'gainst some reason, in my breast, 

And go well satisfied to France again. 

. Prin, You do the kin^ my father too much wrong 

And wrong the reputation of your name, 

In so unseeming to confess receipt 

Of that which hath so faithfully been paid. 

King. I do protest, I never heard of it ; 
And, if you prove it, I'll repay it back, 
Or yield up Aquitain. 

Prin, We arrest your word r 

Bojet, you can produce acquittances. 
For such a sum, from special officers 
Of Charles his father. 

King. Satisfy me sa 

Boyd. So please your grace, the packat is no( 
come. 
Where that and other specialities are bound ; 
To-morrow you shall have a sight of them. 

King. It shall suffice me : at which interview, 
All liberal reason I will yield unto. 
Meantime, receive such welcome at my hand. 
As honour, without breach of honour, may 
Make tender of to thv true worthiness : 
Tou may not come, ^ir princess, in my gates ; 
But here without you shall be so receiv'd. 
As you shall deem yourself lodg'd in my heart. 
Though so denied fair harbour in my house. 
Your own good thoughts excuse me, and farewell ; 
To-morrow shall we visit you again. 

Prin. Sweet health and fair desires consort your 
grace ! 

King. Thy own wish wish I thee in every place! 
[Exeunt King and his Train. 

Biron. Lady, I will commend you to my own 
heart. 

Jtos. Tray you, do my commendatioiis ; I would 
be glad to see it 

Biron. I would, you heard it groan. 

Ros. Is the fool sick? 
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Biron. Sick at heart. 

Ros. Alack, let it blood. 

Biron. Would that do it good ? 

Ros. My physic says, I.i 

Biron. Will you prick't with your eye } 

Ros. No poynt^ with my knife. 

Biron. Now, God save thy life ! 

Ros. And yours from long living \ 

Biron. I cannot stay thanksgiving. [Rdiring, 

Dum, Sir, I pray you, a word: What lady ia 

that same ? 
Boyet. The heir of Alen^on, Rosaline her name. 
Dum. A gallant lady ! Mcmsieur, fare you well. 

\ [Exit. 
Long, I beseech you a word; What is she in 

the white .^ 
Boyet A woman s(»netune8, an you saw her io 

the light 
lAmg, Perchance, light in the light : I desire her 

name. 
Boyd. She hath but one for herself; to desire 

that, were a ^ame. 
Long. Pray you, sir, whose daughter? 
Boyet. Her mother's, I have heard. 
Long. God's blessing on your beard ! 
Boyet. Good sir, be not oifended : * 
She is an heir of Falconbridge. 

Long. Nay, my choler is ended. 
She is a most sweet lady. 
Boyet. Not unlike, sir ; that may be. 

[Exit Long. 
Biron. What's her name, in the cap ? 
Boyet. Katharine, by good hap. 
Biron. Is she wedded, or no f 
Boyet. To her will, sir, or so. 
Biron. \'ou are welcome, sir ; adieu ! 
Boyet. Farewell to me, sir, and welcome to you. 
[Exit Biron. — Ladies unmask. 



(1) Aye, yes. 

VOL. 11. 



I A French particle of negation 
M 
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Mar. That last is Biron, the merry m^-cap lord} 
Not a word with him but a jest. 

Boyet. And every jest but a word. 

Prin. It was well dooe of you to take him at 
his word. 

Boyet. I was as willing to grapple, as he was tc 
board. 

Mar. Two hot sheeps, manrv .' 

Boyet. Aud wherefore not ships ? 

No sheep, sweet Iamb, unless we feed on your hps. 

Mar. You sheep, and I pasture ; Shall that fini^ 
the jest ? 

Boyet. So you grant pasture for me. 

[Offering' io kiss her. 

Mar, mt so, gende beast ; 

My lips are no conunon, though seveiali they be. 

Boyet Belonging to whom f 

Mar. To my fortunes and me. 

Prin. Good wits will be jangling : but, gentles, 
agree: 
The civil war of wits were much- better used 
On Navarre and his book-men ; for here 'tis abused. 

Boyet. If my observation (which very seldom 
lies,) 
By the heart's still rhetoric, disclosed with eyes, 
Peceire me not now, Navarre is infected. 

Prin. With what.' 

Boyet. With that which we lovers entitle,aflected. 

Prin. Your reason? 

Boyet Why, all his behaviours did make their 
retire 
To the court of hie eye, peeping thorough desire : 
His heart, like an agate, with your print impressed, 
Proud with his form, in his eye pride expressed. 
His tongue, all impatient to speak and not see. 
Did jtumble with haste in his eye-sight to be ; 
All senses to that sense did make their repair. 
To feel only looking on fairest of fair : 

(1) A quibble, several signified unenclosed landt 
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Methought, all his senses were lockM in his ere, 
As jewels in crystal for some prince to buy ; 
Who, tendering their own worth, from where they 

were glass'd, 
Did point you to buy them, along as you pass'd. 
His face's own mai^nt did quote such amazes, 
That all eyes saw his eyes enchanted with gazes : 
I'll give you Aquitain, and all that is his. 
An you give him for my sake but one loving kiss. 
Prin. Come, to our pavilion : Boyet is dispos'd— 
Boyet But to speak that in words, which his 
eye hath disclos'd : 
I only have made a mouth of his eye. 
By adding a tongue which I know will not lie. 
Ros. Inou art an old love^monger, and speak'st 

skilfully. 
Mar, He is Cupid's grandfather, and learns 

news of him. 
Ros. Then was Venus like her mother; for her 

father is but grim. 
Boyet Do you hear, my mad wenches ? 
Mar. Na 

Boyet. What then, do you see } 

Ros. Ay, our way to be gone. 
Boyet. You are too hard for me. 

[Exeunt. 



ACT III. 

SCEJ^CE I.'-Another part of the same. Enter 
Armado and Moth. 

Arm, Warble, child ; make passionate my sense 

of hearing. 
Moth. ConccUnel—^ [Singing. 

Arm. Sweet air.'—Go, tenderness of years; take 
this key, give enlargement to the swain, bring hin 
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festinatelyi hither; I must employ him in a letter 
to my love. 

Moth. Master, will you win your love with a 
French brawl ?2 

Arm. How means't thou ? brawling in French ? 

Moth. No, my complete master : but to iig off 
a tune at the tongue's end, canary' to it with your 
feet, humour it with turning up your eyelids ; sigh 
a note, and sing a note; s(»netime through £e 
throat, as if you swallowed love with singing love ; 
sometime through the nose, as if you snuffed up 
love by smelling love ; witii your hat penthouse- 
like, o'er the shop of your eyes ; with your arms 
crossed on your tnin belly-doublet, like a rabbit on 
a spit ; or vour hands in your pocket, like a man 
after the old painting; and keep not too long in 
one tune, but a snip and away : These are com- 
plements, these are humours; these betray nice 
wenches — ^that would be betrayed without these ; 
and make them men of note (do you note, men ?) 
that most are affected to these. 

Arm. How hast thou purchased this experieuce ? 

Moth. By my penny of observation. 

Arm. But O,— but O,— 

Moih, — the hobby-horse is forgot. 

Arm^ Callest thou my !ove, hobby-horse ? 

Moth. No, master ; the hobby-horse is but a colt, 
and your love, pernaps, a hackney. But have you 
forgot your love ? 

Arm. Almost I had. 

Moth, Negligent student ! learn her by heart 

Arm. By heart, and in heart, boy. 

Moth, And out of heart, master: all those three 
I will prove. 

Arm. What wilt thou prove ? 

Moth, A man, if I live : and this, by, in, and 
without, upon the instant : By heart you love her, 

(1) Hastily. (2) A kind of dance. 

(3) Canary was the name of a sprightly dance. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Scene I. LABOUR'S LOST. 181 

because your heart cannot come by her : in heart 
you love her, because your heart is in love with her ; 
and out of heart you love her, being out of heart 
that you cannot enjoy her. 

Arm. I am all these three. 

Moth. And three times as much more, and yet 
nothing at all ! 

Arm. Fetch hither the swcun ; he must carry me 
a letter. 

Moth. A message well sympathised ; a horse to 
be ambassador for an ass ! 

Arm. Ha, ha ! what sayest thou ? 

Moth.- Marry, sir, you must send the ass upoa 
the horse, for he is very slow-gaited : But I go. 

Arm. The wa^ is but short; away. 

Moth. As swift as lead, sir. 

Arm. Thy meanii%, pretty ingenious ? 
Is not lead a metal heavy, dull, and slow ? 

Moth. Minimi, honest master ; or rather, mas- 
ter, no. 

Arm. I say, lead is slow. 

Moth. You are too swift,^ sir, to say so ; 

[s that lead slow which is fir*d from a gun i 

Arm. Sweet smoke of rhetoric ! 
He reputes me a cannon; and the bullet, that's 

he: — 
I shoot thee at the swain. 

Moth, Thump then, and I flee. 

[Exit. 

Arm. A most acute juvenal ; voluble and free 
of grace .' 
By thy favour, sweet welkin, I must sigh in thy face ; 
Most rude melancholy, valour gives thee place. 
My herald is retum'd. 

Re-enter Moth and Costard. 

Moth. A wonder, master; here's a Costard^ 
broken in a shin. 

(1) Quick, ready. (2) A head. 
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Arm, Some enigma, some riddle : come, — ^thy 

V envoy ;^ — begin. 
Cost. No egma, no riddle, no Ve/mwfi no salve 
in the mail, sir : O, sir, plantain, a plain plantain ; 
no V envoy, no V envoy, no salve, sir, but a plantain ! 
Arm. By virtue, thou enforcest laughter ; thy 
silly thought, my spleen ; the heaving dt my lungs 
provokes me to ridiculous smiling : O, pardon me, 
my stars ! Doth the inconsiderate Xake salve for 
Venvoy, and the word, Venvoy, for a salve f 

Moth. Do the wise think them other? is not 
Penvoy a salve? 
Arm, No, page : it is an epilogue or discourse 
to make plain 
Some obscure precedence that hath tofore been 

sain. 
I will example it : 

The fox, the ape, and the humble-bee, 
Were still at odds, being but three. 
There's the moral : Now the Venvoy* 

Moth. I will add the V envoy: Say the moral 
again. 
Arm. The fox, the ane, and the humble-bee, 

Were still at odds, oeing but three : 
Moth. Until the goose came out of door, 
And stay'd the odds by adding four. 
Now will I begin your moral, and do you follow 
with my Penvou. 

The fox, the ape, and the humble-bee. 
Were still at cdds, being but throe : 
Arm. Until the goose came out of door. 

Staying the odds by adding four. 
Moth. A good Venoay, endii^ in the goose ; 
Would you desire more? 
Cost. The boy hath sold him a bargain, a goose, 
that's flat :— 

(1) An 61d French terra for concluding verses, 
which served either to convey the moral, or to ad- 
dress the poem to some person. 
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Sir, jour pemijrworCh is good, an your goose be 

fat- 
To sell a bargain well, is as cunning as fast and 

loose: 
Let me see a fat Venvoy ; aj, that's a fat gocse. 

Arm, Come hither, come hither : How did this 
argument b^in i 

JiioQi, By saying that a Costard was broken in 
a shin. 
Then calPd you for the renvoy. 

Cknt. True, and I for a plantain ; Thus came 
your argument in ; 
Then the boy's fat Venvoy, the goose that yoa 

bought; 
And he ended the market 

Arm, But tell me ; how was there a Costard 
broken inadiin.' 

JIfoth, I will tell you sensibly. 

Cost. Thou hast no feeling of it, Moth ; I will 
speak that Vemooy : -— 

I, Costaid, runnii^ out, that was safely within. 
Fell over the threshold, and broke my shin. 

Arm, We wiH talk no more of this matter. 

Cost. Till there be no more matter in the shin. 

Arm. Sirrah Costard, I will enfranchise thee. 

Coit. O, marry me to one Frances:— I smell 
some Pawoy, some goose, in this. 

Arm. Bv my sweet soul, I mean, setting thee at 
liberty, enfreedoming thy person ; thou wert im- 
mured, restrained, captivated, bound. 

Cost True, true; and now you will be my pur 
gation, and let me loose. 

Arm. I give thee thy liberty, set tiiee from du- 
ranee ; and, in lieu thereof, impose on thee nothing 
but this : Bear this significant to the country-maid 
Jaquenetta : there is remuneration ; [Giving him 
moTiey.] for the best ward of mine honour, is, re- 
wardiE^ my dependoits. Moth, follow. \ExU, 

Moth. Like the sequel, I. — Signior Costard, 
adieu. 



Digitized by VnOOQ IC 



184 LOVE'S Act UL 

Cost. My sweet ounce of man's flesh ! my incony i 
Jew I— [Exit MoiL 

Now will I look to his remuneration. Remunera- 
tion I O, that's the Latin word for three farthings : 
three farthings — remuneration. — Whafs the price 
of this irUde? apemiy.---J>ro, PU give you a re- 
mvTuration : why, it carries it — ^Remuneration ! — 
why, it is a &irer name than French crown. I will 
never buy and sell out of this word. 

Enter Biron. 

Biron, 0,my good knave Costard ! exceedingly 
well met 

Cost. Pray you, sir, how much carnation ribbon 
may a man buy for a remunerati<xi? 

Biron, What is a remuneration ? 

Cod, Marry, sir, half-penny farthing. 

Biron. O, why then, three-fieurthines-worth of silk. 

Chst. I thank your worship : , God be with you • 

Biron. O, stay, slave ; I must employ thee : 
As thou wilt win my favour, good my knave, 
Do one thing for me that I sluill entreat 

Cost. When would you have it done, sir ? 

Biron. O, this afternoon. 

Cosi. Well, I will do it, sir : Fare you well. 

Biron. O, tiiou knowest not what it is. 

Cost. I diall know, sir, when I have done it. 

Biron. Why, villain, thou must know first 

Cost I will come to your worship to-morrow 
morning. 

Biron. It must be done this afternoon. Hark, 
slave, it is but this ; — 

The princess comes to hunt here in the park, 
And m her train there is a gentle lady ; 
When tongues speak sweetly, then they name her 

name. 
And Rosaline they call her : ask for her ; 
And to her white hand see thou do commend 

(1) Delightful. 
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This sealM-up counsel. There's thy guerdon ;J go, 
[Gives him money. 

Cost. Guerdon, — O sweet guerdon ! better then 
remuneration ; eleven-pence ^rthing better : Most 
sweet guerdon ! — I will do it, sir, in print.2 — Guer- 
don — remuneration. [Exit. 

Sir on. O ! — And I, forsooth, in love ! 1, tiiat 
have been love's whip ; 
A very beadle to a humorous sigh ; 
A critic ; nay, a night-watch constable ; 
A domineering pedant o'er the boy. 
Than whom no mortal so magnificent ! 
This whimpled,' whining, purblind, wayward boy; 
This sem'or-j unior, giant-dwarf, Dan Cupid ; 
Recent of love-rhymes, lord of folded arms, 
Tl^ anointed sovereign of si^hs and groans, 
Li^e of all loiterers and malcontents, 
])r^d prince of plnckets,^ king of codpieces. 
Sole imperator, and great general 
Of trotting paritors,*--0 my little heart ! — 
And I to be a corporal of his field. 
And wear his colours like a tumbler's hoop ! 
What .? I ! I love ! I sue ! I seek a wife I 
A woman, that is like a German clock, 
Still a repairing ; ever out of frame ; 
And never going aright, being a watch. 
But being watch'd that it may still go ri^ht? 
Nay, to be perjur'd, which is worst of all ; 
And, among three, to love the worst of all ; 
A whitely wanton with a velvet brow. 
With two pitch balls stuck in her face for eyes ; 
Ay, and, by heaven, one that will do the deed, 
Though Argus were her eunuch and her guard : 
And f to sigh for her ! to watch for her ! 
To pray for her .' Go to ; it is a plague 

(1) Reward. (2) With the utmost exactness. 
(3) Hooded, veiled. (4) Petticoats. 
(5) The officers of the spiritual courts who serve 
citations. 
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That Cupid will impose for my neglect 

Df his almi^^ty dreadful little might. 

Well, I will love, write, sigh, pray, aue, and groan ; 

Some men must love my lady, and some Joan. 

[Exit 



ACT IV. 

SCEU^E I.-^Anolher part of the same. Enter 
the Princess, Rosaline, Maria, Katharine, Boyet, 
Lords, attendants, and a Forester, 

Frin. Was that the king, that spurrM his horse 
so hard 
Against the steep uprising of the hill f 

Boyet. I know not ; but, I think, it was not he. 

Frin, Whoe'er be was, he show'd a mounting 
mind. 
Well, lords, to-day we shall have our despatch ; 
On Saturday we will return to France. — 
Then, forester, my friend, where is the bush. 
That we must stand and play the murderer in ^ 

For, Here by, upon the edge of yonder coppice ; 
A stand, where you may make the fairest shoot 

Frin. I thank my beauty, I am fair that shoot, 
And thereupon thou speak'st, the fairest shoot. 

Fhr, Pardon me, madam, for I meant not so. 

Frin. What, what ? first praise me, and again 
say, no? 
O short-liv'd pride ! Not feir .> alack for wo ! 

For. Yea, madam, fair. 

Frin. Nay, never paint me now ; 

Where fair is not, praise cannot mend the brow. 
Here, good my glass, takei this for telling true ; 

[Givir^ Mm money. 
Fair payment for foul words is more than due. 

For. Nothing but fair is that which you inherit 

Frin, See, see, my beauty will be sav'd by merit 
O heresy in fair, fit for these days .' 
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A giving hand, though foul, shall have fair praise.-^ 

But come, the bow : — Now mercy goea to kill, 

And shooting well is then accounted ill. 

Thus will I save my credit in the shoot : 

Not wounding, pity would not let me do*t ; 

If wounding, then it was to show my skill, 

That more for praise, than purpose, meant to kill. 

And, out of question, so it is sometimes ; 

Glory grows guilty of detested crimes ; 

When, for fame's sake, for praise, an outward part. 

We bend to that the working of the heart: 

As I, for praiae alone, now seek to spill 

The poor deer's blood, that my heart means no ill. 

Boyet, Do not curst wives hold that self-sove- 
rei^ty 
Only for praise' sake, when they strive to be 
Lords o'er their lords ? 

Prtn. Only for praise : and praise we may afford 
To any lady that subdues a lord. 

Enter Costard. 
Prtn. Here comes a member of the conunon- 
wealth. 

Cost God dig-you-den^ all ! Pray you, which is 
the head lady ? 

Prin. Thou shalt know her, fellow, by the rest 
that have no heads. 

Cost. Which is the^eatest ladv, the highest ? 
Prtn. The thickest, and the tallest. 
Cost The thickest, and the tallest .' it is so ; truth 
is truth. 
An your waist, mistress, were as slender as my wit. 
One of these maids' gii-dles for your waist should be 

fit 
Are not you the chief woman ! you are the thickest 
here. 
Prin. What's your will, sir? what's your will ? 
Cost I have a letter from monsieur Biron, to one 
lady Rosaline. 

(1) God give you good even 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



188 LOVE'S Act IT. 

Prin. O, thy letter, thy letter ; he's a good friend 
of mine : 
Stand aside, good bearer. — ^Boyet, you can carve ; 
Break up this capon.^ 

Boyet. I am bound to serve. — 

This letter is mistook, it importeth none here ; 
It is writ to Jaquenetta. 

Prin. We will read it, I swear : 

Break the neck of the wax, and every one give ear. 

Boyet. [Reads.] By heaven^ that thou art fair, 
is most infallible; true, that thou art beauteous , 
trvih itself J that thou art lovely : More fairer than 
fairy beautiful than beauteous; truer than truth 
itself, have commiseration on thy heroical vassal! 
The magnanimous and most illustrate king Co- 
phetua set eye upon the pernicious and indiibitate 
oeggar Zenelophon; emd he it v>as that mughi 
rightly say, veni, vidi, vici ; which to amUomize in 
the vvdgar (O base and obscure vulgar .') videlicet, 
he came, saw, and overcame: he came, one; saw, 
two; overcame, three. Who came? the king; 
Why did he come? to see; Why did he see? to 
overcome: To whom came he? to the beggar; 
What saw he? the beggar; Who overcame fie? 
thebegear: The conclusion is victory ; On whose 
side? the king's: the captive is enriclvd; On whose 
side? ihebeggar''s; The catastrophe is a nuptial; 
On whose stde ? the king*s — no, on both in one, or 
one in both, lam the king; for so stands the 
compaHson: thou the beggar ; for so witnesseih 
thy lowliness. ShaU I command thy love ? I may: 
Shall I enforce thy lone ? I could : Shall I entreat 
thy love? I will. What shall thou exchange for 
raes? robes; For tittles, titles: For thyself, me. 
2nus, expecting thy reply, I profane my lips on 
thy foot, my eyes on thy picture, and my heart 
on thy every part. 

Thine, in the dearest design of industry. 
Don Adriano de Armado. 

(1) Open this letter. (2) Illustrious. 
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Thus dost thou hear the Nemean lion roar 

'Gainst thee, thou lamb, that standest as his prey ; 
Submissive fail his princelv feet before, 

And he from forage will incline to play : 
But if thou strive, poor soul, what art thou then ? 
Food for his rage, repasture for his den. 
Prin. "What plume of feathers is he, that inditea 
this letter ? 
What vane ? what weathercock ? did you ever hear 
better? 
Boyet. I am much deceived, but I remember 

the style. 
Prin. Else your memory is bad, going o'er it 

erewhile.1 
Boyet. This Armado is a Spaniard, that keeps 
here in court ; 
A phantasm, a Monarcho, and one that makes sport 
To the princ^ and his book-mates. 

Prin. Thou, fellow, a word : 

Who gave thee this letter.? 
Cost. I told you ; my lord. 

Prin. To whom should'st thou give it .? 
Cost. From my lord to my lady. 

Prin. From which lord, to which lady .'* 
Cost. From my lord Biron, a good master of mine, 
To a lady of France, that he call'd Rosaline. 
Prin. Thou hast mistaken his letter. Come, 
lords, away. 
Here, sweet, put up this ; 'twill be thine another day. 
[Exit Princess and Train. 
Boyet. Who is the suitor? who is the suitor? 
Ros. Shall I teach you to know ? 

Boyet. Ay, my continent of beauty. 
Ros. Why, she that bears the bow. 

Finely put oft*! 
Boyet. My lady goes to kill horns ; but, if thou 
marry, 
Hang me by the neck, if horns that year miscarry. 

(1) Just now. 
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Finely put on ! 

jRo5. Well then, I am the shooter. 

Bayei. And who is your deer f 

Roa. If wechooacbythehoms,yoarself: come 
near. 
Finely pat on, indeed ! — 

Mar. You still wrangle with her, Boyet, and 
she strikes at the brow. 

B&yet. But she herself is hit lower : Have I hit 
her*now ? 

12m. Shall I come upon thee with an old say- 
mg, that was a man when king Pepin of France 
was a little boy, as touching the hit it? 

BoyH. So I may answer thee with one as old, 
that was a woman when queen Guinever of Britain 
was a little wench, as touching the hit it. 

Ros. Thou canst not hit it, hit it, hit it. [Singing. 

Thou canst not hit it, my good man. 
Boyet An I cannot, cannot, cannot^ 

An I cannot, another can. 

[Exeunt Ros. and Kath. 
Cost By my troth, most pleasant! how both did 

fit it! 
Mir. A mark marvellous well shot; for they 

both did hit it. 
BoyeL A mark! O, mark but that mark; A 

mark, says niy lady ! 
Let the mark have a pnck in*t, to mete at, if it may 

be. 
Mar. Wide o* the bow hand! Ffaith, your hand 

is out 
Cost. Indeed, a* must shoot nearer, or he*ll ne^er 

hit the clout 
Boyet'. An if my hand be out, then, belike your 

hand is in. 
Cost. Then will she get the upshot by cleaving 

the pin. 
Mar. Come, come, you talk greasily, your lips 

grow fouU 
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Cost. She's too hard fop you at prioks, sir ; chal. 
lenge her to bowl. 




Lord, lord! how the ladies and I have put him down: 
O' my troth, most sweet jests ! most incony vulgar 

wit! 
When it comes so smoothly off, so obscenely, as it 

were, so fit. 
Armalho o' the one side, — O, a most dainty man I 
To see him walk before a lady, and to bear her fan ! 
To see him kiss his hand ! and how most sweetly 

a' will swear !— ^ 
And his page o' t'other side, that handful of wit ! 
Ah, heavens, it is a most pathetical nit ! 
Sola, sola.' [Shouting tnihin, 

[Exit Costard, rtmnwig-. 

SCEJ^E IL—The same. Enter Holofemes, Sir 
Nathaniel, and Dull. 

JV'aih. Very reverent sport, truly ; and done in 
the testimony of a good conscience. 

HoL The deer was, as you know, in sanguis,-^ 
bkxxl; ripe as a pQmewater,J who now hangeth 
like a jewel in the ear of cafo,— the sky, the wel- 
kin, the heaven ; and ancm falleth like a crab, on 
the face of terra, — the soil, the land, the earth. 

J^ath. Truly, master Holofemes, the epithets 
are sweetly varied, like a scholar at the least: 
But, sir, I assure ye, it was a buck of the first head. 

JIol. Sir Nathaniel, fiaud credo. 

Dull. 'Twas not a haud credo, 'twas a pricnet 

Hal. Most barbarous intimation ! yet a kind of 
insinuation, as it were, in via, in way, of explica- 
tion ; Jacere, as it were, replication, or, rather, o«- 
ieniare, to show as it were, his inclination, — after his 
undressed, unpolished, uneducated, unpruned, un- 
trained, or rather unlettered, or ratherest, uncon- 
(l) A species of apple. 
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finned fashion— to insert again my hand credo for 
a deer. 

Dull. I said, the deer was not a hand credo * 
•twas a pricket 

H(d. Twice sod simplicity, biscochisf—O thou 
monster ignorance, how deformed dost thou look ! 
J^ath. Sir, he hath never fed of the dainties that 
are bred in a book ; he hath not eat paper as it 
were ; he hath not drunk ink : his intellect is not 
replenished; he is only an animal, only sensible 
in the duller parts ; 
And such barren plants are set before us, that we 

thankful should be 
(Which we of taste and feeling are) for those parts 

that do fructify in us more than he. 
For as it would ill become me to be vain, indiscreet, 

or a fool. 
So, were there a patch^ set on learning, to see him 

in a school : 
But, omne hene, say I ; being of an old father's mind. 
Many can brook the weather, that love not the 
wind. 
Dull. You two are book-men : Can you tell by 
your wit. 
What was a month old at Cain's birth, that's not 
five weeks old as yet ? 
Hoi Dictynna, good man Dull ; Dictynna, good 

man Dull. 
Dull. What is Dictynna ? 
JVaih. A title to Phoebe, to Luna, to the moon. 
Hoi. The moon was a month old, when Adam 
was no more ; 
And raught2 not to five weeks, when he came to 

five score. 
The allusion holds in the exchange. 

Dull. 'Tis true indeed ; the collusion holds in the 
exchange. 

Hoi. God comfort thy capacity ! I say, the allu- 
sion holds in the exchange. 

(1) A low fellow. (2) Reached. 
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DuU, And I say the pollution bokU in the ex- 
chai^ ; for the moon is never but a month old t 
and I say- beside, that '^as a pricket that the prin- 
cess killU 

Hoi. Sir Nathaniel, will you hear an extemporal 
epitaph on the death oi the deer f and, to humour 
the i^orant, I have cailM the deer the princess 
kill'd, a pricket. 

Nath. Pergtt good master Holoromes,|>«rge; so 
it shall please you to abrogate scurrility. 

Hoi. I will something afiect the letter; for it 
argues facility. 

Inepraisefui princess pierced and pricked a pretty 
pleasing pridcet ; 

Some say, a sore; but not a sore, mi now made 
sore voith shooting. 
The dogs did yell ; put L to sore, then sorel jumps 
from thicket; 

Or pricket, sore, or else sorel ; the people fall a 
hooting. 
J[f sore be sore, then L to sore makes fifty sores ; 

sore L ! 
Of one sore I a hundred make, by adding but 
one more L. 

•ATa/A. A rare talent ! 

Dull. If a talent be a claw, look bow he claws 
him with a talent 

Hoi. This is a gift that I have, simple, simple ; 
a foolish extravagant spirit, full of forms, figures, 
shapes, objects, ideas, apprehensions, motions, 
revolutions : these are begot in the ventricle of 
memoir, nourished in the wombof jna mater; and 
deliverd upon the mellowing of occasion : But the 
gift is gooa in those in whom it is acute, and I am 
thankful for it. 

JVo/A. Sir, I praise the Lord for you ; and so 
may my parishioners ; for their sons are well tutor'd 
by you, and their daughters profit very greatly un- 
der you : you are a good monber of the common* 
wealth. 

voi* II. N 



Digitized by VnOO^ IC 



194 LOVE'S Actir. 

Hoi. Meherdej if their aons be ingenious, thef 
shall want no instnictioD : if their daughters be 
capable, I will put it to them : But, vir tapitf qui 
pauca loquitur: a soul feminine saluteth us. 

Enter Jaquenelta and Costaid. 

Jaq. God give you good morrow, master person. 

//m. Master parson, — 9iaut pers-oo. And if one 
should be pierced, which is the one ? 

CosL Many, master schoolmaster, be that is 
likest to a hogshead. 

HoL Of piercing a hogshead ! a good lustre of 
conceit in a turf of earth ; fire enough for a flint, 
pearl enough for a swine : 'tis pretty ; it is well 

Jaq. Good, master parson, be so good as readme 
this letter ; it was given me by Costard, and sent 
roe from Don Armatho : I beseech you, read it 

Hoi. Fauste, precor geUdSi quando pecut omm 
sub umbrd. 
Ruminate — ^and so forth. Ah, good old Mantuan ! 
I may speak of thee as the traveller doth of Venice : 

Vtnegioj Finegia, 

Chi non ie vede, ei rum tepregia. 

Old Mantuan! old Mantuan! 'VVhounderstandeth 
thee not, loves thee not. — Ui, r«, »o/, la, mi, fa, — 
Under pardon, sir, what are the contents ? or, rather, 
as Horace says in his — ^What, my soul, verses? 
JVa/A. Ay, sir, and very learned. 
Hoi. Let me hear a staff, a stanza, a verse; Lege^ 
iomine. 
JVaih. If love make me forsworn, how shall I 

swear to love? 
Ah, never faith could hold, if not to beauty 
vowed ! 
Though to myself forsworn, to thee I'll faithful 
prove; 
Those thoughts to me were oaks, to thee like 
osiers bowed. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Seme II. 



LABOUR'S LOST. 



195 



Study bis bias leaves, and makes bis book thim 
eyes; 
Where all those pleasures lire, that art would 
comprehend : 
If knowledge be the mark, to know thee shall suf- 
fice; 
Well learned is that tongue, that well can thee 
cc»nmend : 
All ignorant that soul, that sees ihee without wonder; 
(Which is to me some praise, that I thy parts 
admire;) 
Thy eye Jove's Ughtning bears, thy voice his 
dreadful thunder, 
Which, not to anger bent, is music, and sweet fire. 
Celestial, as thou art, oh pardon, love, this wrong. 
That sings heaven's praise with such an earthly 
tongue! 
HoL You find not the apostrophes, and so miss 
the accent : let me supervise the canzonet Here 
are only numbers ratified ; but, for the elegancy, 
facility, and golden cadence of poesy, caret. Ovi- 
dius Naso was the man : and why, indeed, Naso ; 
but for smelling out the odoriferous flowers of fancy, 
the jerks of invention ? Imitarij is nothing : so doth 
the hound his master, the ape his keeper, the tired 
horsei his rider. — ^But damosella virgin, was this 
directed to you. ^ 

Jaq. Ay, sir, from one monsieur Biron, <me of 
the strange queen's lords. 

Hoi. I will overglance the superscript. To the 
tnoiD-whiU hand of the most beauteous JLady Rosa- 
Ime. I will look again on the intellect of the letter, 
for the nominaticm of the party writing to the person 
written unto : 

Your ladyship* s in all desired employment, 

BIRON. 
Sir Nathaniel, this Biron is one of the votaries with 
the king ; and here he hath framed a letter to a se- 

(1) Horse adorned with ribbands. 
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quent of the stranger queen's, which, accidentally, 
or by the way of pn^ression, hath miscarried. — 
THp and go, my sweet ; deliver this paper into the 
royal hand of the king ; it may concern much : Stay 
not thy compliment ; I forgive thy duty ; adieu ! 

Jaq. GooQ Costard, go with ;ne, — Sir, God save 
your life ! 

Cost. Have with thee, mv girl. 

[Kxeunt Cost and Jaq. 

Miih. Sir, you have done this in the fear of Goa, 
very religiously ; and, as a. certain father saith 

Ilol. Sir, tell not me of the father, I do fear 
colourable colours. But, to return to the verses ; 
Did they please you, sir Nathaniel ? 

JSTath. Marvellous well for the pen. 

Hoi. I do dine to-day at the father's of a certain 
pupil of mine; where if, before repast, it shall 
please you to gratify the table with a grace, I will, 
on my privilege I have with the parents of the fore- 
said child or pupil, undertake your hen venuio , 
where I will prove Uiose verses to be veiy unlearn- 
ed, neither siavouring of poetry, wit, nor mvention : 
I beseech your society. 

JVath. And thank you too : for society (saith the 
text) is the happiness of life. 

Hoi. And, certes,* the text most infallibly con- 
cludes it — Sir, [2^0 Dull.] I do invite you too ; you 
shall not say me, nay : pauca verba. Away ; the 
gentles are "at their game, and we will to our re- 
creation. [Exetmt. 

SCEJ>rE III.— Another part qf the same. Enter 
Biron, with a paper. 

Biron. The king he is hunting the deer ; I am 
coursing myself: mey have pitched a toil ; I am 
toiling in a pitch ; pitch that defiles ; defile I a foul 
word. "Well, set thee down, sorrow I for so, {bej 
•ay, the fool said, and so say I, and I the fooL 

(1) In truth. 
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Well proved, wit ! By the lord, this lore is as mad 
as Ajax: it kills sheep; it kills me, I a sheep: 
Well proved again on my side ! I will not love : it 
I do, hang me ; iYatth, I will not O, but her eye,-^ 
by this light, but for her eye, I would not love her ; 
yes, for her two eves. Well, I do nothing in the 
world but lie, and lie in my throat By k^aven, I 
do bve : and it hath taught me to rhyme, and to 
be melancholy ; and here is part of my rhyme, and 
here my melancholy. Well, she hath one o* my 
sonnets already ; the clown bore it, the fool sent it, 
and the lady hath it : sweet clown, sweeter fool, 
sweetest lady ! By the world, I would not care a 
pin if the other three were in : Here conies one 
with a paper ; God give him grace (o groan ! 

[Gets v^ into a tree. 

Enter the King, with a payer, 

Ktn^. Ah me! 

Biron. \Aside.] Shot, by heaven ! — ^Proceed, 
sweet Cupid; thou hast thump'd him with thy 
bird-bolt under the left pap : — ^I'faidi secrets. — 

King. [Reads.] So sioeet a kiss the golden sun 
gives not 

To those fresh morning drops vpon the rose. 
As thy eye-beams, when their fresh rays have smote 

The night of dew that on my cheeks down flows : 
^or shines die silver moon one half so bright 

Through the transparent bosom qf the dixp. 
As doth thy face through tears of mine give light ; 

Thou shirCst in every tear that I do weep : 
JVb drop but as a coach doth carry thee. 

So ridest thou tri'Gmphing in my wo ; 
Do but behold the tears that sweU %n me, 

And they thy ghry through thy grief will show .* 
Sut do not love thyself; th^ thou wilt keep 
My tears for glasses, and still make me weep. 
O queen of queenn, how far dost thou excel! 
JVb thought can Utink, nor tongue of mortal tell.—' 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



198 



LOVE'S 



Act ir 



How shall she know my griefs ? I'll drop the paper ; 
Sweet leaves, shade folly. Who is he comes here ? 

[Steps aside. 

Enter Longaville, toith apaper. 

What, Lonffaville ! and readings ! listen, ear. 
Biron, Now, in thy likeness, one more fool, ap 
pear ! [Aside. 

Long, Ah me ! I am forsworn. 
Biron. Why, he comes in like a peijure, wear- 
ing papers. [Aside. 
King. In love, I hope; Sweet fellowship in 
shame I [Aside, 
Biron, One drunkard loves another o( the name. 

[Aside. 
Long, Am I the first that have been perjur'd so ? 
Biron. [Asic^.] I could put thee in comfort ; not 
by two, that I know : 
Thou mak'st the triumviry, the comer-cap of so- 
ciety. 
The shape of love's Tyburn that hangs up sim- 
plicity. 
Long. I fear these stubborn lines lack power to 
move: 
O sweet Maria, empress of my love ! 
These numbers wilt I tear, and write in prose. 
Biron. [Aside.] O, rhymes are guards on wanton 
Cupid's hose : 
Disfigure not his slop. 
Long. This same shall go. — 

[He reads the sonnet. 

Did not the heavenly rhetoric of thine eye 

{^Gainst whom the world cannot holdargvment,) 
Persuade my heart to this false perjury? 

Vows, for thee broke, deserve not punishmenL 
A woman I forswore; but, JtoiUprove, 

Thou being a goddess, I forswore not thee; 
My vow was earthly, thou a heavenly love; 

27iy grace being gained, cures all disgrace in me. 
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Vows are but breath, and breath a vapour is: 
Then ihou^fair sun, which on my earth doth 
shine, 

ExhaTsi this vapour vow; in Ihee it is : 
If broken then, it is nofavU qfmine ; 

If by me broke. What fool is not so %oise. 

To lose an oath to win a paradise ? 

Biron. \Jiside^ This is the liver yein, which 

makes flesh a deity ; 
A green goose a goddess : pure, pure idolatiy. 
God amend us, (^Dd amend ! we are much out o* 

the wajr. 

Knter Dumain, wifh a paper. 
Long. By whom shall I send this ? — Company ! 
stay. [Stepping aside. 

Biron. [Aside.l All hid, all lu'd, an old infant 
play : 
Like a deini-god here sit I in the sky, 
And wretched fools' secrets heedfully o'er-eye. 
More sacks to the mill ! O heavens, I nave my wish ; 
Dumain transform'd : four woodcocks in a dish ! 
Dum. O most divine Kate ! 
Biron. O roost profane coxcomb ! [Aside, 
Dum. By heaven, uie wonder of a mortal eye ! 
Biron. By earth, she is but corporal ; there you 
lie. [Aside. 

Dum. Her amber hairs for foul have amber 

coted.* 
Biron. An amber-colour'd raven was well noted. 

[Aside,. 
Dum. As upright as the cedar. 
Biron. Stoop, I say; 

Her shoulder is with child. [Aside, 

Dum. As fair as day. 

Biron. Ay, as some days ; but then no sun must 
shine. [Aside, 

Jhtm, O that I had my wish ! 

(1) Outstripped, surpassed. * 
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Long, And I had mine ! \ Aside. 

Kin^. And I mine too, good Lord! [Aside. 
Biron. Amen, so I had mine : Is not that a good 
word ? [Aside. 

Dvm. I would forget her; but a fever she 
Reiffns in ray blood, and will remeraberM be. 
Biron. A fever in your blood, why, then inci- 
sion 
Wonld let her out in saucers ; Sweet misprision ! 

[Aside. 
Dum. Once more Fll read the ode that I hare 

writ 
Biron. Once more Pit mark how love can vary 
wit [Aside, 

Dum. On a day (alack the day!) 

Love^ whose month is ever Jifay, 
Spied a blossom^ passing fair. 
Playing in (he wanton air : 
Through the velvet leaves the wind, 
All unseen, "^gan passage find j 
That the lover, sick to death. 
Wished himself the heaven's breath. 
Air, quoth he, thy cheeks may blow ; 
Air, would I might triumph so ! 
But alack, my lumd is sworn, 
JSTe^er to pluck thee from thy thorn : 
Vow, alack, for youth unmeet ; 
Youth so apt to pluck a twui. 
Do not call it sin in me. 
That I am forsworn for thee : 
Thou for whom even Jove would swear, 
Juno but an Ethiop were ; 
And deny himself for Jove, 
Turning mortal for thy iwe. — 
This will I send ; and something else more plain. 
That shall express my true love's fasting pain. 
O, would the king, Biron, and Longaville, 
Were lovers too ! HI, to example ill. 
Would from my forehead wipe a perfur'd note ; 
For none offend, where all alike do dote. 
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Long. Domain [advancir^.] thy love is far (torn 
charity, 
That in love's grief desir'st society : 
Yoa may look pale, but I should blush, I know, 
To be o'erheard, and taken napping so. 

King. Come, sir, [advancing.] you blush ; as 
his your case is such ; 
You chide at him, offending twice as much : 
You do not love Maria ; Longaville 
Did never sonnet for her sake compile ; 
Nor never lay his wi-eathed arms athwart 
His loving bosom, to keep down his heart 
I have been closely shrouded in this bush, 
And mark'd you wth, and for you both did blush. 
I heard your guilty riiy mes, observ'd your fashion ; 
Saw sighs reek from you, noted well your passion : 
Ah me ! says one ; O Jove ! the other cries ; 
One, her hairs were gold, crystal the other's eyes ; 
You would for paradise break faith and troth ; 

[To Long. 
And Jove, for your love, would infringe an oath. 

[To Dumain. 
What will Biron say, when (hat he shall hear 
A faith infringed, which such a zeal did swear ? 
How will he scorn .' how will he spend his wit ? 
How will he triumph, leap, and laugh at it ? 
For all the wealth that ever I did see, 
I would not have him know so much by me. 

Biron. Now step I forth to whip hypocrisy. — 
Ah, good my liege, I pray thee pardon me : 

[Descends from the tree. 
Good heart, what grace hast thou, thus to reprove 
These worms for loving, that art most in love ? 
Your eyes do make no coaches ; in your tears, 
There is no certain princess tfiat appears : 
You'll not be perjur'd, 'tis a hateful thin^ ; 
Tush, none but minstrels like of soimettmg. 
But are you not asham'd ? nay, are you not, 
All three of you, to be thus much o'ershot? 
You found hitf mote ; the king your mote did see ; 
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But I a beam do find in each of three. 
O, what a scene of foolery 1 have seen, 
Of sijjhs, of gtx>ans, of sorrow, and of teen I* 

me, with what strict patience have I sat, 
To »ee a king transformed to a gnat ! 

To see great Hercules whipping a gi^, 
And profound Solomon to tune a ji^. 
And Nestor play at push-pin with the boys. 
And critic2 Timon laugh at idle toys ! 
Where lies thy grief, O tell me, good Dumain ? 
And, gentle Longaville, where lies thy pain ? 
And where my Uege*s ? all about the breast : — 
A caudle, ho ! 

King. Too bitter is thy jest 

Are we betray'd thus to thy over-view ? 

Biron. Not you by me, but I betray 'd to you ; 
T, that am honest ; I, that hold it sin 
To break the vow I am engaged in ; 

1 am betrayed, by keeping company 

With mocm-like men, of strange inconstancy. 
When shall you see me write a thing in rhyme? 
Or groan for Joan ? or spend a minute^s time 
In pnniing3 me ? When shall you hear that I 
Will praise a hand, a foot, a face, an eye, 
A gait, a state, a brow, a breast, a waist, 
A le^, a limb? — 

King. Soft ; Whither awav so fast ? 

A true man, or a thiet^ that gallops so } 

Biron. I post from love ; good lover, let me ga 
Enter Jaqnenetta and Costard. 

Jaq. God bless the king ! 

King. What present hast thou there ? 

Cost. S(Hne certain treason. 

King. What makes treason here ? 

Cost NeLjf It makes nothing, sir. 

King. If it mar nothing neither, • 

The treason, and you, go in peace away together. 

Jaq. I beseech your grace, let this letter be read ; 

(1) Grief. (2) Cynic. (3) In trimming myseIC 
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Our parson misdoubts it ; 'twas treason, he said. 

King. Biron, read it over. [Giving him the Utter, 
Where hadst thou it.? 
Jaq. Of Costard. 
King. Where hadst thou it f 
Cost, Of Dun Adramadio, Dun Adramadio. 
King. How now ! what is in you ? why dost 

thou tear it ? 
Biron. A toy, my liege, a toy ; your grace needs 

not fear it. 
Long. It did move him to passion, and therefore 

let's hear it 
Dvm. It is Biron's writing, and here is his name. 
[Picks up the pieces. 
Biron. Ah, you whoreson loggerhead [To Cos- 
tard.] you were bom to do me shame. — 
Guilty, my lord, guilty ; I confess, I confess. 
King. What? 

Biron. That you three fools lack'd me fool to 
make up the mess : 
He, he, and you, my liege, and I, 
Are pick-purses in love, and wc deserve to die. 
O, dismiss this audience, and I shall tell you more. 
Jhim. Now the number is even. 
Biron. True, true ; we are four :— 

Will these turtles be gone ? 
King. Hence, sirs; away. 

Cost Walk aside the true folk, and let the trai 
tors stay. [Exetmt Cost and Jaq 

Biron. Sweet lords, sweet lovers, O let us em 
brace! 
As true we are, as flesh and blood can be : 
The sea will ebb and flow, heaven ^ow his face 

Young blood will not obey an old decree : 
We cannot cross the cause why we were bom ; 
Therefore, of all hands must we be forsworn. 
King. What, did these rent lines show some 

love of thine ? 
Biron. Did they, quoth you ? Who sees thf 
heavenly Rosaline, 
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That, like a rude and savage man of Inde, 

At the first opening of the gore^eous east, 
Bows not his vassal head; and, strucken blind, 

Kisses the base ground with obedient breast ? 
What peremptory eagle-sighted eye 

Dares look upon the Maven of her brow. 
That is not blinded by her majesty ? 
King. What zeal, what fury hath inspir'd thee 
now? 
My love, her mistress, is a gracious moon ; 

She, an attending star, scarce seen a light 
Biron. My eyes are then no eyes, nor I Sir6n : 
O, but for my love, day would turn io night \ 
Of all complexions the culPd sovereignty 

Do meet, as at a fair,' in her fair cheek ; 
Where several worthies make one dignity ; 

Where nothing wants, that want itself doth 
seek. 
Lend me the flourish of all gentle tongues, — 

Fie, painted rhetoric ! O, i^ needs it not : 
To things of sale a seller's praise belongs ; 

She passes praise ; then praise too shcHrt doth 
blot. 
A withered hermit, five-score winters worn. 

Might shake off fifty, looking in her eye : 
Beauty doth varnish age, as if new-born, 

And gives the cratch the cradle's infency. 
O, 'tis the sun, that maketh all things shine ! 
King, By heaven, thy love is black as ebony. 
Biron. Is ebony like her ? O wood divine I 
A wife of such wood were ffelicity. 
O, who can give an oath ? where is a book ? 

That I may swear, beauty doth beauty lack, 
If that she learn not of her eye to look : 
No face is fair, that is not full so black. 
King. O paradox ! Black is the ba(%e of hell. 
The hue of dungeons, and the scowl of night ; 
And beauty's crest bsccnnes the heavens well. 
Biron. Devils soonest tempt, resembling spirits 
of light. 
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O, if in black my lady*a brows be deckt, 

It mourns, that painting, and usurping hair, 
Should ravish doters with a faUe aspect ; 

And theref<M« is she bora to make Uack fair. 
Her favour turns the fashion of the days ; 

For native blood is counted painting now ; 
And therefore red, that would avoid dispraise, 
Paints itself black, to imitate her brow. 
7>um. To look like her, are chimney-sweepers 

black. 
Long. And, since her time, are colliers counted 

bright. 
King. And Ethiops of their sweet complexion 

crack. 
Dum. Dark needs no cancUes now, for dark is 

light. 
Biron. Your mistresses dare never come in rain, 
For fear their colours should be washM away. 
King. 'Twere good, yours did ; for, sir, to tell 
you plain, 
I'll find a fairer face not wash'd to-day. 
Biron. V\\ prove her fair, or talk till do(Mns-day 

here. 
King. No devil will fright thee then so much as 

she. 
Dum. I never knew man hold vile stuff so dear. 
Long. Look, here's thy love : my foot and her 
face see. [Showing his shoe. 

Biron, O, if the streets were paved with thine 
eyes. 
Her feet were much too dainty for such tread ! 
Dum. O vile ! then as she goes, what upward lies 
The street should see as she walkM over 
head. 
King. But what of this f Are we not all in love f 
Biron. O, nothing so sure ; and thereby all for- 
sworn. 
Kmg, Then leave this chat ; and, good Bir6n, 
now prove 
Our loving lawful, and our &ith not torn. 
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Dam. Avj man*}', there ; — eoine flattery for this 
evH. 

Long. O, some authority how to proceed ; 
Some tricks, scrnie quillets,* how to cheat the deviL 

Dum. Some salve for peijur)\ 

Biron. O, 'tis more than need ! — 

Have at you thai, affection's men at arms : 
Consider, what yoa first did swear unto ; — 
To fast, — to study, — and to see no woman ; — 
Flat treason 'gainst the kingly state of youth. 
Say, can you fast f your stomachs are too young ; 
And abstinence engenders maladies. 
And where that you have vow'd to study, lords, 
In that each of you hath forsworn his book : 
Can you still dream, and pore, and thereon look? 
For when would you, my lord, or you, or you, 
Have found the ground of study's excellence, 
Without the beauty of a woman's face ? 
From women's eyes this doctrine I derive ; 
They are the ^und, the books, the academes. 
From whence doth spring the true Promethean fire. 
Why, universal pleading prisons up 
The nimble spirits in the arteries ; 
As motion, and loog-during acti(xi, tires 
The sinewy vigour of the traveller. 
Now, for not looking on a woman's face, 
You have in that forsworn the use of eyes ; 
And study too, the causer of your vow : 
For where is any author in the world. 
Teaches such beauty as a woman's eye 
Learning is but an adjunct to ourself. 
And where we are, our learning likewise is. 
Then, when ourselves we see in ladies' eyes. 
Do we not likewise see our learning there ? 
O, we have made a vow to study, lords ; 
And in that vow we have forsworn our books ; 
For when would you, my liege, or you, or you, 
lu leaden ccMitemplation, have found out 

(1) Law-chicane. 
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Sttch fiery Dumbers, as the prompting eyes 
Of beauteous tutors have enrichM you with? 
Other slovr arts entirely keep the brain ; 
And therefore finding barren practisers, 
Scarce show a harvest of their heavy toil : 
But love, first learned in a lady's eyes, 
Lives not alone inmrared in the brain ; 
But with the motion of all elements. 
Courses as swiA as thought in every power ; 
And gives to eveiy power a double power, 
Above their functions and their offices. 
It adds a precious seeing to the eye ; 
A lover's eyes will gaze an eagle blind ; 
A lover's ear will hear the lowest sound. 
When the suspicious head of theft is stopp'd ; 
Love's feeling is more 9oii, and sensible. 
Than are the tender horns of cockled snails ; 
Love's tongue proves dainty Bacchus gross in taste : 
For valour, is not love a Hercules, 
Still climbing trees in the Hesperides ? 
Subtle as spUnx ; as sweet, and musical, 
As bright ApoUots lute, strung with his hair ; 
And, when love speaks, the voice of all the gods 
Makes heaven drowsy with the harmony. 
Never durst poet touch a pen to write, 
Until his ink were temper'd with love's sighs ; 
O, then his lines would ravish savage ears. 
And plant in tyrants mild humility. 
From women's eyes this doctrine I derive : 
They sparkle still the right Promethean fire ; 
They are the books, the arts, the academes, 
That show, contain, and nourish all the world ; 
Else, none at all in aus^ht proves excellent: 
Then fools you were these women to forswear ; 
Or, keeping what is sworn, you will prove fools. 
For wisdom's sake, a word that all men love ; 
Or for love's sake, a word that loves all men ; 
Or for men's sake, the authors of these women ; 
Or women's sake, by whom we men are men ; 
Let us once lose our oaths, to find ourselves, 
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Or else we lose ouraelves to keep our oaths : 
It is religion to be thus forsworn : 
For charity itself fulfils the law ; 
And who can sever love from charity ? 
Kb\x, Saint Cupid, then \ and, soldiers, to the 

field! 
BiroTL Advance your standards, and upoo them, 
lords; 
Pell-mell, down^ith them! but be first advis'd, 
In conflict that you get the sun of them. 

Long. Now to plain-dealing ; lav these gloees by : 
Shall we resolve to woo these girls <^ France? 

King, And win them too ; therefore let us devise 
Some entertainment for them in their tents. 
Biron. First, finom the park let us conduct them 
thither; 
Then, homeward, every roan attach the hand 
Of his fiur mistress : in the afternoon 
We will with some strange pastime solace them, 
Such as the shortness of the time can shape ; 
For revels, dances, masks, and meny hours. 
Fore-run fair love, strewing her way with flowers. 
King. Away, away ! no time shall be omitted, 
That will be time, and mav by us be fitted. 
Biron. AUons! AUons'/^Sow'd cockle leap'd 
no com; 
And justice always whirls in equal measure : 
Light wenches may prove plagues to men forsworn ; 
If so, our copper buys no better treasure. 
[Exeunt. 



ACT V. 

SCEJV'E I.— Another part <f the same. Enter 
Holofeiues, Sir Nathaniel, and Dull. 
Hoi. Satis quod suffidt. 
J^alh. I praise God for you, sir : your reascmsi 



(1) Discourses. 
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at dinner have been sharp and sententious ; pleas- 
ant without scurrility, witty without ailectioiiyi 
audacious without inipodency, learned without 
opinion, and strange without heresy. I did con- 
verse ^is qtumdam day with a companion of 
the kill's, who is intituled, nominated, or called, 
Don Adriano de Armado. 

Hoi. JSTovi hominem tanquam te : His bomour 
is lofty, his discourse peremptory, his tonfi;ue filed, 
his eve amlritious, his gait majestical, and his gene- 
ral behaviour vain, ridiculous, and thrasonical.3 
He is too picked,' too spruce, too afiected, too odd, 
as it were, too peri^^rinate, as I ma;^ call it 

JVoM. A Boost suigular and choice epithet 

[Take$ out his iable-book. 

Hoi. He draweth out the thread of his verbosity 
finer than the staple of his argument I abhor such 
fanatical phantasms, such insociable and pm'nt-de- 
vise< companions; snchrackers of orthc^raphy, as 
to speak, dout, fine, when he should sav doubt ; 
det, when he should pronounce debt ; d, e, b, t ; 
not d, e, t : he clepetn a calf, cauf ; half, hauf ; 
neighbour, vocuiur, nebour; neigh, abbreviated, 
ne : This is abhominable (which he would call 
abcHninable,) it insinuateth me of insanie ; JVe in- 
idligis domine? to make frantic, lunatic. 

Nath. Laus deo, bcfntinUHigo. 

Hoi. Bone? 6on«, for beni : Priscian a little 

scratched ; 'twiU serve. 

Enter Armado, Moth, and Costard. 
Nath. FidesneguisvenU? 
Hal. FideOf el gaudea. 

Arm, Chirra .' [To Moth. 

Hoi. ^mr« Chirra, not sirrah ? 
Arm. Men of peace, well encountei^d. 
Ifol. Most military sir, salutation. ^ 

n) Affectation. (2) Boastful. (3) Over-dressed. 
(4) Finical exactness. 
VOL. II. O 
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Moth. They have been at a 2:reat feast of lan- 
guages, and stolen the scrap. [2*o Costard aside. 

Cost. O, they have lived long in the alms-basket 
of words ! I marvel, thy master hath not eaten 
thee for a word ; for thou art not so long by the 
head Vishonori^cabiliiudiniiatibus: thou art easier 
swallowed than a flap-dragon.^ 

Moth. Peace; the peal begins. 

Arm. Monsieur, [ i'o Hoi.] are you not lettered ? 

Moth, Yes, yes ; lie teaches boys the hornbook : — 
What is a, b,' spelt backward, with a horn on his 
head ? 

Hoi. Ba, pueriiiaj with a horn added. 

Moth. Ba, most silly ^leep, with a horn : — ^You 
hear his learning. 

Hoi. Quis, quist thou consonant ? 

Moth. The third of the five vowels, if you re- 
peat them ; or the fifth, if I. 

Hoi. I will repeat them, a, e, i. — 

Moth. The sheep: the other two concludes it; 
o, u. 

Arm. Now, by the salt wave of the Mediterra- 
neum, a sweet touch,2 a quick venew of wit : snip, 
snap, cjuick and home ; it rejoiceth my intellect : 
true wit. 

Moth. Offered by a child to an old man ; which 
is wit-old. 

HoL What is the figure ? what is the figure ? 

Moth. Horns. 

HoL Thou disputest like an infant : go, whip 

thy pig- 

Moth. Lend me your bom to make one, and I 
will whip about your infamy circum. circa / A gig 
of a cuckold's horn ! 

Cost. An I had but one penny in the world, 
thou diould*8t have it to buy gingerbread : hold, 

(1) A small inflammable substance, swalbwcd 
m a glass of wine. 

(2) A hit 
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there istheveiy remuneration I had of thy master, 
thou half-peimy purse of wit, thou pigeon-e^ of 
discretion. O, an the heavens were so pleased, that 
thou wert but my bastard ! what a joyful father 
would^st thou make me ! Go to ; thou hast it ad 
dunghill, at the fingers' ends, as they say. 

Hoi. O, I smell false Latin ; dunghill for un- 
guem. 

Arm, Arts-man, jjrflBam6«!a ; we will be singled 
from the barbarous. Do you not educate youtn at 
the charge-house^ on the top of the mountain ^ 

HoL Or, mons, the hill. 

Arm, At your sweet pleasure, for the mountain. 

HoL I do, sans question. 

Arm. Sir, it is the king's most sweet pleasure 
and affection, to congratulate the princess at her 
pavilion, in the posteriors of this day ; which the 
rude multitude call the aflemocMi. 

Hoi. The posterior of the day, most generous 
sir, is liable, congruent, and measurable for the af- 
ternoon : the word is well culi'd, chose ; sweet 
and apt, I do assure you, sir, I do assure. 

Arm. Sir, the king is a noble gentleman ; and 
my familiar, I do assure you, very good friend : — 
For what is inwards between us, let it pass : — I do 
beseech thee, remember thy courtesy; — I beseech 
thee, apparel thy head ; and among other importu- 
nate and most serious designs, — ^and of great im- 
port, indeed, too ; — but let that pass : — ^for I must 
tell thee, it will please his grace (by the world) 
scMXietime to lean upon my poor shoulder ; and with 
his royal finger, thus, dally with my excrement,3 
with my mustachio : but sweet heart, let that pass. 
By the world, I recount no fable; some certain 
special honours it pleaseth his greatness to impart 
to Armado, a soldier, a man of travel, that hath 
seen the world : but let that pass. — ^The very all of 
all is, — ^but, sweet heart, I do implore secrecy, — 

(1) Free-school (2) Confidential. (3) Beard. 
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that t\e kln'5 wnuM havt- mo present the piiacess, 
sweet chuck,^ with some delij^htrul ostentation, or 
show, or pageant, or antic, or fire-work. Now, 
understanoing that the curate and your sweet self, 
are good at such eruptions, and sudden breaking 
out of mirth, as it were, I have acquainted jou 
withal, to the end to crave your assistance. 

Hoi. Sir, you shall present before her the nine 
worthies. — Sir Nathaniel, as ccxicemiogsome enter- 
tainment of time, some show in the posterior of this 
day, to be rendered by our assistance,— the king's 
command, and this most gallant, illustrate, and 
learned gentleman, — before the princess; I say, 
none so fit as to present the nine worthies. 

JVath. Where will you find men worthy enough 
to present them f 

Hoi. Joshua, yourself; myself, or this gallant 
gentleman, Judas Maccabaeus ; this swain, l^cause 
of his great limb or joint, shall pass Pompey the 
great ; the page, Hercules. 

^rm. Pardon, sir, error: he is not quantity 
enough for that worthy's thumb : he is not so big 
as the end of his club. 

Hal. Shall I have audience ? he shall present 
Hercules in minority : his enter and eani shall be 
strangUng a snake ; and I will have an apolc^ ibr 
that purpose. 

Moth. An excellent device ! so, if any of the 
audience hiss, you may cry : toell done, Hercules ! 
rwuj thou crusheih the snake! &at is the way to 
make an offence gracious ; though few have ike 
grace to do it. 

Arm. For the rest of the worthies? — 

Hoi. I will play three myself. 

Moth. Thrice-worthy gentleman ! 

Arm. Shall I tell you a thing f 

Hoi. We attend. 

Arm. We will have, if this fadge^ not, an antic. 

<1) Chick. (2) Suit 
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I beseech you, follow. 
Hoi. rta,i good man Dull I thou hast sp jken no 

word all this while. 
Dull. Nor understood none neither, sir. 
Hoi. AUons! we will employ thee. 
DuU. 1*11 make one in a dance, or so ; or I will 

play on the tabor to the worthies, and let them 

dance the hay. 
Hoi. Most dull, honest Dull, to our sport, away. 

[Exeunt, 

SCEJ^E IL— Another part of the same. Be- 
fore the Princess's Pavilion. Enter the Prin- 
cess, Katharine, Rosaline, and Maria. 

Prin. Sweet hearts, we shall be rich ere we depart, 
If fairings come thus plentifully in : 
A lady waiPd about with diamonds ! — 
Look you, what I have from the loving king. 
Ros. madam, came nothing else along with that r 
Prin. Nothing but this f yes, as much love in 
ihyme 
As would be cramm'd up in a sheet of paper, 
Writ on both sides the leaf, margent and all ; 
That he wais fain to seal on Cupid's name. 
Ros. That was the way to make his god-head 
wax;2 
For he hath been five thousand years a boy. 
Kath. Ay, and a shrewd unhappy gallows too. 
Ros. You'll ne'er be friends with him; hekill'd 

your sister. 
Kath. He made her melancholy, sad, and heavy; 
And so she died: had she been light, like you. 
Of such a meny, nimble, stirring spirit. 
She might have been a grandam ere she died : 
And so may you ; for a light heart lives long. 
Ros. What's your dark meaning, mouse,^ of tliia 
light word f 

(1) Courage. (2) Grow 

(3) Formeriy a term of endearment. 
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Kath. A lig;ht condition in a beauty dark. 

Ros. We i^ed more light to find your meaning 
out 

Kaih. You*ll mar the light, by taking it in snuff;! 
Therefore, V\\ darkly end the argument 

Ros. LoK^, what you do, you do it still i* the dark. 

Kaih, So do not you ; for you are a light wench. 

Ros. Indeed, I weigh not you ; and therefore light. 

Kaih, You weigh me not,— O, that's, you care not 
forme. 

Ris. Great reason ; for, Past cure is still past care. 

Prin, Well bandied both ; a set of wit well play 'd. 
But Rosaline, you have a favour too : 
Who sent it ? and what is it } 

Ros. I would, you knew * 

An if my face were but as fair as yours, 
My favour were as great ; be witness this. 
Nay, I have verses too, I thank Bir6n : 
Tbie numbers true ; and, were the numb'ring too, 
I were the fairest goddess on the ground ; 
I am compared to twenty thousand feirs. 
O, he hath drawn my picture in his letter ! 

Prin. Any thing like ? 

Ros. Much, in the letters ; nothing in the praise. 

Prin. Beauteous as ink ; a good conclusion. 

Kath. Fair as a text B in a copy-book. 

Ros. 'Ware pencils ! How f let me not die your 
debtor, 
My red dcwninical, my golden letter : 
O, that your face were not so full of O's ! 

Kaih. A pox of that jest ! and beshrew all shrows.' 

Prin. But what was sent to you from fair Du- 
main ? 

Kaih. Madam, this glove. 

Prin. Did he not send you twab ? 

Kath. Yes, madam ; and moreover, 
So/ne thousand verses of a faithful lover : 
A huge traaslatioQ of hypocrisy, 

(1) In anger. 
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Vilely compird, profound simplicity. 
Mar, This, and these pearls, to me sent Longa- 
ville ; 
The letter is too long by half a mile. 
Prin, I think no less : Dost thou not wish in 
heart, 
The chain were longer, and the letter short ? 
Mar. Ay, or I would these hands might never 

part 
Prin, We are wise eirls, to mock our lovers so. 
Ros, They are worse kx)Is to purchase mocking sa 
That same Bir6n 1*11 torture ere I go. 
O, that 1 knew be were but in by the week ! 
How would I make him fawn, and beg, and seek , 
And wait the season, and observe the times. 
And spend his prodigal wits in bootless rhymes ; 
And snape his service wholly to my behests ; 
^ And make him proud to make me proud that jests ! 
' So portent-like would I o'ersway his state, 
That he should be my fool, and I his fate. 
Prin. None are so surely caught, when they are 
catch'd. 
As wit tum*d fool : folly, in wisdom hatch'd. 
Hath wisdom's warrant, and the help of school ; 
And wit's own grace to grace a learned fool. 
Ros. Tlie blood of youth bums not with such 
excess. 
As gravity's revolt to wantonness. 

Mar. Folly in ibols bears not so strong a note, 
As foolery in the wise, when wit doth dote ; 
Since all the power thereof it doth apply, 
To prove, by wit, worth in simplicity. 

Enter Boyet 

Prin. Here comes Boyet, and mirOi is in his face. ' 
Boyet 0, 1 am stabb'd with laughter ! Where's 

her grace ? 
Prin. Thy news, Boyet ? 
Boyet. Prepare, madam, prepare !— 

Arm, wenches, arm ; encounters mounted are' 
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Against your peace : Love doth approach di^ute'd, 
Arin'd in ai-guments ; you'll be surprised : 
Muster your wits ; stand in your own defence ; 
Or hide your heads like cowards, and fly hence. 

Prm.' Saint Dennis to saint Cupid! y^YaX are 
they, 
That charge their breath against Us ? say, scout, saf, 

Boyet. Under the cool shade of a ^capiore, 
I thought to close mine eyes some ba" on hour: 
When, lo ! to interrupt my purposed rest, 
Toward that shade I mignt uenold addrest 
The king and his companions : warily 
I stole into a neighbour thicket by, 
And overheard what you shall overhear; 
That, by and by, diaguis'd they will be here. 
Their herald is a pretty knavish page. 
That well by heart hath conn*d bis embassage : 
Action, and accent, did they teach him there ; 
Tkus must thou tpeak, and thus iky body heart 
And ever and anon they made a doubt. 
Presence maiestical would put him out : » 

For, quoth the king, an angel shalt thou see; 
Yet fear not thou, but speak audaciously. 
The boy replied, An angel is not evil ; 
I should have feared her, had she been a devil 
With that all laugh'd, and clapp'd him on the 

shoulder ; 
Making the bold wag by their praises bolder. 
One rubb'd his elbow, thus ; and fleered, and swore, 
A better speech was never spoke before : 
Another, with his finger and his thumb, 
Cr} M, Kia! we xoUl doH, come what mil come : 
The tWrd he caperM, and cried, All goes well : 
The fourth tumM on the toe, and down he fell. 
With that, they all did tumble on the ground. 
With Mich a zealous laughter, so profound, 
That in this spleen ridiculous appears. 
To check their folly, passion's »:Memn tears. 

Prin. But what, but what, come tliey to visit us ? 

J3oyet. They do, they do; and are apparel'd thus,— 
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Like Muscovites, (Mr Russians: aslguesi, 
Their purpose is, to parle, to court, and dance : 
And every one has love-feat will advance 
Unto his several mistress ; which they'll know 
By favours several, which they did bestow. 

Prin. And will they so ? the gallants shall be 
task'd:— 
For, latUes, we will every one be niask'd ; 
And not a man of them shall have the grace, 
Despite oi suit, to see a lady's face. — 
Hold, Rosaline, this favour thou shalt wear ; 
And then the king will court thee for his dear ; 
Hold, take thou this, my sweet, and^ve me thine ; 
So shall Bir6n take me for Rosaline. — . 
And change you favours too ; so shall your loves 
Woo contrary, deceiv'd by these removes. 

Ros. Come on then ; wear the favours most insight. 

Kath. But, in this changing, what is your intent f 

Pnn, The effect of my intent is, to cross theirs : 
They do it but in mocking merriment; 
And mock for nK>ck is (mly my intent 
Their several counsels they unbosom shall 
To loves mistodk ; and so be mock'd withal. 
Upon the next occasion that we meet. 
With visages display'd, to talk, and ereet 

Ros. But shall we dance, if they desire us to't .' 

Prin, No ; to the death, we will not move a foot : 
Nor to their penn'd speech render we no grace ; 
But, while 'tis spoke, each turn away her face. 

Boyet, Why, that contempt will kill the speaker's 
heart, 
And quite divorce his memory (rom his part 

Prm. Therefore I do it ; and, I make no doubt, 
The rest will ne'er come in, if he be out 
There's no such sport, as sport by sport o'erthrown ; 
To make theirs ours, and ours none but our own : 
So shall we stay, mocking intended game ; 
And they, well mock'd, depart away with shame. 
[Trumpets sound wWUn, 
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Boyet. The trumpet sounds; be masked, the 
maskers ccim&* \2'he ladies mask. 

Enter the King, Biron, Longaville, and Dumain, 

in Russian habits , and masked, • Moth, musi- 
cians, and attendants. 

Moth. AU hail ! the richest beauties on the earth! 

Boyet, Beauties no richer than rich tafiata. 

Moth. A holy parcel of the fairest dames, 

[The ladies turn their, backs to him. 
That ever turned their — ba.cks — to mortal views! 

Biron. 2%«r eyes, villain, ihdr eyes. 

Moth, l^hat ever tvrn'd their eyes tomortalviews! 
Out-^ 

Boyet. True; ouf, indeed. 

Moth. Out of your favours, heavenly spirits^ 
vouchsafe 
J^ot to behold— 

BiroD. Once to behold, rogue. 

Moth. Once to behold with your sunrbeamed 
eyes, with your sun-beamed eyes — 

Boyet. They will not answer to Uiat epithet; 
You were best call it, daughter-beamed eyes. 

J\foth. They do not mark me, and that brings 
me out 

Biron. Is this your pofectness ? be gone, you 
rogue. 

Bos. What would these* strangers ? know theur 
minds, Boyet: 
If they do speak our language, *tis our will 
That some plain man recount their purposes : 
Know what they would. 

Boyet. What would you with the princess.^ 

Biron. Nothing but peace, and gentle visitation. 

Bos. What would they, say they f 

Boyet. Nothing but peace, and gentle visitation. 

Ros. Why, that they have ; and bid them so be 
gone. 

Boyet. She 8ay8,you have it,and you may be gone. 

King. Say to her, we have measured many miles^ 
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To tread a measure with yoa on this grass. 

BoyeL They saj, (hat they have measur'dmanj 
a mile, 
To tread a measure with vou on this grass. 

Rot, It is not so : ask them how many inches 
Is in one mile : if they have measurM many, 
The measure then of one is easily told. 

Boytt If, to come hither you have measurM miles, 
And piany miles ; the princess bids you tell, 
How many inches do fill up one mile. 

Biron, Tell her,we measure them by weary steps. 

Boyet. She bears herself. 

Rot, How many weaiy step. 

Of many weaiy miles you have overgone. 
Are numbered in the travel of one mile } 

Biron.We number nothing that we spend for you; 
Our duty is so rich, so infinite. 
That we may do it still without accompt. 
Vouchsafe to show the sunshine of your face, 
That we, like savages, may worship it. 

Ros. My £Eice is but a moon, and clouded too. 

Kinff. Blessed are clouds, to do as such clouds do! 
Youch^aife, bright moon, and these thy stars, to shine 
(Those clouds remov*d,) upon our wat'ry eyne. 

Ros. O vain petitioner .' beg^ greater matter ; 
Thou now request*st but nraonshine in the water. 

King. Then, in our measure do but vouchsafe 
one change: 
Thou bid^st me beg ; this b^ging is not strange. 

Ros. Play, music, then : nay, you must do it 

soon. [Music plays. 

Not yet; — no dance : — thus change I like the moon. 

King. Will you not dance f How come you thus 
estranged .^ 

Ros, You took the moon at full ; but now she's 
changed. 

King. Yet still she is the moon, and I the roan. 
The music plays ; vouchsafe some motion to it 

Ros. Our ears vouchsafe it 

King, But your 1^ should do it 
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Ros. Since you are strangeny and come here by 
chance, 
We'll not be nice : takehands ; — ^we will not dance. 
King. Why take we hands then ? 
JR/)S. Only to part friends : — 

Court'sy, sweet hearts ; and so the measure ends. 
King. Moremeasureof this measure; benotnice. 
Ros. We can afford no more at such a price. 
King. Prize you yourselves ; What buys your 

company ^ 
Ros. Your absence only. 
King. That can never be. 

Ros. Then cannot we be bought : and so adieu; 
Twice to your visor, and half once to you \ 
King. If you deny to dance, let's hold more chat 
Ros. In private then. 

King. I am best pleas'd with that. 

[They conoerst apart. 

Bircn. White-handed mistress, one sweet word 

with thee. 
Prin. Honey, and milk, and sugar; there is 

three. 
Biron. Nay then, two treys (an if you grow so 
m'ce,) 
Metheglin, wort, and malmsey ;— Well run, dice ! 
There's half a dozen sweets. 

Prin. Seventh sweet, adieu ! 

Since you can cog,i I'll play no more with you. 
Biron. One wwd vn. secret 
Prin. I^t it not be sweet. 

Biron. Thou griev'st my gall. 
P^n. Gall ? bitter. 

^iron. Therefore meet. 

[TTiey converse apart. 
Jhxm. Will you vouchsafe with me to change a 

word.!* 
Mar. Name it 
Dvm. Fair lady,— 

(1) Falsify dice, Ue. 
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Mar, Say you so ? Fair lord, — 

Take that for your fair lady. 

jDutn. Please it you. 

As much in private, and Pll bid adieu. 

[They converse apart. 
Kaih. What, was your visor made without a 

tongue f 
Long. I know the reason, lady, why you ask. 
Kath. O, for your reason ! quickly, sir ; I long. 
Long. You have a double tongue within your 
mask, 
And would afford my speechless visor half. 
Kaih. Veal, quoth the Dutchman ; — ^Is not veal 

a calf? 
Long. A cal^ fair lady ? 
Kaih. No, a fair lord calf. 

Long. Let*8 part the word. 
Kaih. No, 1*11 not be your half: 

Take all, and wean it ; it may prove an ox. 
Long. Look, how you butt yourself in these 
sharp mocks! 
Will you pve horns, chaste lady ? do not so. 
Kath. Then die a calf, before your horns do grow. 
^Long. One word in private with you, ere I die. 
Kaui. Bleat softly then, the butcher hears you 
cry. [They converse apart. 

Boyet. The tongues of mocking wenches are as 
keen 
As is the razor's edge invisible. 
Cutting a smaller hair than may be seen ; 
Above tfie sense of sense : so sensible 
Seemeth their conference ; their conceits have 

wings. 
Fleeter than arrows, bullets, wind, thought, swifter 
things. 
Ros. Not one word more, my maids ; break off, 

break off. 
Biron. By heaven, all dry-beaten with pure scoff! 
Kmg, Farewell, mad wenches ; you have simple 
wits. 
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[Exeunt King, Lords, Moth, music, and attena- 
ants. 

Prin. Twenty adieus, my frozen Muscovites.- 
A re these the breed of wits so wonderM at ? 

Boytt Tapers they are, with your sweet breaths 
pufrd out 

Ros. Well-liking wits they have ; gross, gross •, 
fat, fat 

Prin. O poverty in wit, kingly-poor flout ! 
Will they not, think you, hang memselves to-night ? 

Or ever, but in visors, show their faces ? 
This pert Bir6n was out of countenance quite. 

Ros. O ! they were all in lamentable cases ! 
The king was weeping-ripe for a good word. 

Prin. Bir6n did swear himself out of all suit 

Mar. Dumain was at my service, and his sword : 
No point,^ quoth I ; my servant straight was mute. 

Kath, Lord Longaville said, I came o'er his heart; 
And trow you, wmit be call'd me f 

Prin. Qualm, perhaps. 

Kath. Yes, in good faith. 

Prin. Go, sickness as thou art ! 

Ros. Well, better wits have worn plain statute- 
caps.2 
But will you hear f the king is my love sworn. 

Prin. And quick Bir6n hath plighted faith to me. 

Kath. And Longaville was for my service bom. 

Mar. Dumain is mine, as sure as bark on tree. 

Boyet. Madam, and pretty mistresses, give ear : 
Immediately they will again be here 
In their own shapes ; for it can never be, 
They will digest this harsh indignity. 

Prin. Will they return ? 

BoyeL They will, they will, God knows 

And leap for joy, though they are lame with blows 
Therefore, change favours ;> and when they repair 

(1) A quibble on the French adverb of negatioa 

(2) Better wits may be found among citizens. 

(3) Features, countenances. 
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Blow like sweet roses in the summer air. 

Prin, How blow ? how blow ? speak to be un- 
derstood. 

Bayet. Fair ladies, masked, are roses in their bud : 
DismaskM, tlieir damask sweet commixture shown, 
Are angels veiling clouds, or roses blown. 

Prin. Avaunt, perplexity ! What shall we do, 
If they return in their own shapes to woo ? 

Ros. Good madam, if by me youMl be advis'd, 
Let's mock them still, as well known, as disguisM : 
Let us complain to them what fools were here, 
Di8guis*d like Muscovites, in shapeless' gear ; 
And wonder what they were ; and to what end 
Their shallow shows, and prolc^e vilely penn'd. 
And their rough carris^ so ridiculousi 
Should be presented at our tent to ut . 

Boyei. Ladies, withdraw; die gallants are at 
hand. 

Prin. "Whip to our tents, as roes run over land. 
[Exeunt Princess, Ros. Kath. and Maria. 

Enier the King, Biron, Longaville, and Dumain, 
in their proper hahits. 

King. Fair sir, God save you ! Where is the 

princess? 
Bayet. G(»etoher tent : Please it your majesty, 
Command me any service to her thither? 
King. That she vouchsafe me audience for one 

word. 
Boyei. I will ; and so will she, I know, my lord. 

[Exit. 
Biron, This fellow pecks up wit, as pigeons 
peas; 
And utters it again when God doth please : 
He is wit's pedler ; and retails his wares 
At wakes, and wassels,^ meetings, markets, fairs; 
And we that sell by gross, the Lord doth know, 
Have not the grace to grace it with such show. 

(1) Uncouth. (2) Rustic mcrry-roeetingi. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



2U Lovirs Act. r. 

This gallant pins the wenches on his sleeve ; 
Had he been Adam, he had tempted Eve : 
He can carve too, and lisp : Why, this is he, 
That kissM away his hana in courtesy ; 
This is the ape en* foan, monsieur the nice, 
That when be plays at tables, chides the dice. 
In hoDOurable terms ! nay, he can sing 
A meant jnost meanly ; and, in ushering. 
Mend him who can : the ladies call him, sweet ; 
The stairs, as be treads on them, kiss his feet : 
This is the flower that smiles on every one. 
To show his teeth as white as whale's bone :3 
And consciences, that will not die in debt, 
Pay him the due of honey-tongued Boyet 
King. A blistef on his sweet tongue, with mj 
heart, 
lliat pot Armado's page out of his part I 

Enter the Princess, wiher'd by Boyet ; Rosaline, 
Maria, Katharine, and aiiendants. 

Biron. See where it comes ! — Behaviour, what 
wert thou, 
7 11 this man show'd thee? and what art thou 
now? * 

King. All hail, sweet madam, «nd to time of 

day! 
Prin. Fair, in all hail, is foul, as I conceive. 
King. Construe my speeches better, if you mf^. 
Prin. Then wish me better, I will give you leave. 
King. We came to visit you ; ana purpose naw 

To lead you to our court : vouchsafe it then. 
Prin. This field shall hold me ; and so hold your 
vow: 
Nor God, nor I, delight in perjured mea. 
King. Rebuke me not for that which you piit>- 
voke; 
The vurtue of your eye must break n^ oirfii. 

(1) The tenor in music. 

(^) The tooth of th^ horse-wJbale. 
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Prin, You nick-name virtue : vice you should 
have spoke ; 
For virtue's office never breaks men's troth. 
NoWf by my maiden honour, yet as pure 

As the unsullied lily, I protest, 
A world of torments though I should endure, 

I would not yield to be your house's guest ; ' 
So much I hate a breaking cause to be 
Of heavenly oaths, vow'd with integrity. 
King. O, you have liv'd in desolation here, 

Unseen, unvisited, much to our shame. 
Prin. Not so, my lord ; it is not so, I swear. 
We have had pastimes here, and pleasant game; 
A mess of Russians left us but of late. 
King. How, madam ? Russians f 
Prin. Ay, in truth, my lord ; 

Trim gallants, full of courtship, and of state. 

Ros. Madam, speak true : — It is not so, my lord ; 
My lady (to the manner of the days,») 
In courtesy, gives undeserving praise. 
We four, mdeed, confronted here with four 
In Russian habit : here they stay'd an hour, 
And talkM apace ; and in that hour, my lord, 
They did not bless us with one happy word. 
I dare not call them fools ; but this I think. 
When they are thirsty, fools would fain have drink. 
Biron. This jest is dry to me — Fair, gentle 
sweet. 
Your wit makes wise things foolish ; when we greet 
With eyes best seeing heaven's fiery eye. 
By light we lose light : Your capacity 
Is of that nature, that to your huo;e store 
Wise things seem foolish, and rich things but poor. 
Ros. This proves you wise and rich, for in my 

eye,— 
Btron. I am a fool, and full of poverty. 
Ros. But that you take what doth to you belong, 
It were a fault to snatch words from my tongue. 

(1) After the fashion of the times. 
VOL. II. P 
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Biron. O, I am vours, and all that I possess. 
JRos. All the fool mine? 

Biron. I cannot give you less. 

Ros. Which of the visors was it, that you wore f 
Biron, Where .^ when? what visor? why de- 
mand you this ? 
JRos. There, tlien, that visor; that superfluous case, 
That hid the worse, and showM the better face. 
King. We are descried : they'll mock us now 

downright 
Dum. Let us confess, and turn it to a jest 
Prin. Amaz'd, my lord? Why looks your high- 
ness sad ? 
Ro3. Help, hold his brows ! he'll swoon ! Wl»y 
look you pale ?^ 
Sea-sick, I think, ccnning from Muscovy. 
Biron. Thus pour tM stars down plagues for 
perjury. 
Can any face of brass hold longer out f — 
Here stand I, lady ; dart thy skill at me ; 

Bruise me with scorn, confound me with a flout ; 
Thrust thy sharp wit quite through my ignorance ; 

Cut me to pieces with thy keen conceit ; 
And I will wish thee never more to dance, 
Nor never more in Russian habit wait 
O ! never will I trust to speeches penn'd. 

Nor to the motion of a school-boy's tongue; 
Nor never come in visor to my friend ;i 

Nor woo in rhyme, like a blind harper's song : 
Tafiata phrases, siiken terms precise, 

Three-pil*d hyperboles, spruce affectation, 
Figures pedanticai; these summer-flies 

Have blown me full of maggot ostentation : 
I do forswear them •' and I here protest. 

By this white glove, ( how white the hand, 
God knows !) 
Henceforth my wooing mind shall be express'd 
l4 russet yeas, and honest kersey noes : 

(J) Mistress. 
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And, to begin, wench, — So God help me, la !— 
My love to thee is sound, sans crack or flaw. 

Kos. Sans ^ans, I pray you. 

Bircn, Yet I have a trick 

Of the old rage : — ^bear with me, I am sick ; 
I'll leave it by degrees. Soft, let us see ; — 
Write, Lord have mercy on tu, on those three ; 
They are infected, in their hearts it lies ; 
They have the plague, and caught it of your eyes : 
These lords are visited ; you are not free, 
For the Lord's tokens on you do I see. 

Prin. No, they are free, that gave these tokens 
to us. 

Biron, Our states are forfeit, seek not to im- 
dous. 

Ros. It is not so ; For how can this be true, 
That you stand forfeit, being those that sue ? 

Biron. Peace ; for I will not have to do with you. 

Ros. Nor shall not, if I do as I intend. 

Biron. Speak for yourselves, my wit is at an 
end. 

King. Teach us, sweet madam, for our rude 
tran^ression 
Some fair excuse. 

Prin. The fairest is confession. 

Were you not here, but even now, di^uis'd .? 

King. Madam, I was. 

Prin. And were you well advis'd ? 

King. I was, fair madam. 

Prin. "When you then were here. 

What did you whisper in your lady's ear ? 

King. That more than all the world I did res- 
pect hej". 

Prin. When she shall challenge this, you will 
reject her. 

King. Upon mine honour, no. 

Prin. Peace, peace, forbear ; 

Your oath once broke, you forced not to forswear. 

(1) Make no difficulty. 
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Ktn^. Despise me, when I break this oath of mine. 

Prxn. I will ; and therefore keep it :— Rosaline, 
What did the Russian whisper in your ear ? 

Ros. Madam, he swore, that he did hold me dear 
As precious eye-sight ; and did value me 
Above this world : adding thereto, moreover, 
That he would wed irie, or else die my lover. 

Prin, God give thee joy of him ! the noble lord 
Most hcHiourably doth uphold his word. 

King, What mean you, madam J by my life, my 
troth, 
T never swore this lady such an oath. 

Ros. By heaven, you did ; and to confirm it plain, 
You gave me this : but take it, sir, again. 

King. My faith, and this, the princess I did give ; 
I knew her bv this jewel on her sleeve. 

Prin. Pardon me, sir, this jewel did she wear; 
And lord Bir6n, I thank him, is my dear : — 
What ; will you have me, or your pearl again ^ 

Biron. Neither of either ; I remit both twain. 
I see the trick on't ; — Here was a cwisent' 
(Knowing aforehand of our merriment,) 
To dash it like a Christmas comedy : 
Some carry-tale, some please-man, some slight 

zany,2 
Some mumble-liews, some trencher-knight, some 

Dick,— 
That smiles his cheek in years ; and knows the trick 
To make my lady laugh, when she's dispos'd, — 
Told our intents before : Which once disclosM, 
The ladies did change favours ; and then we, 
Following the signs, woo'd but the sign of she. 
Now, to our perjury to add more terror. 
We are again forsworn ; in will, and error. 
Much upon this it is : — And might not you, 

[To Boyet 
Forestal our sport, to make us thus untrue ? 
Do not you know my lady's foot by the squire,' 

(l; Conspiracy. (2) Buffoon. (3) Rule. 
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And laugh upon the apple of her eve ? 
And stand between her back, sir, ana the fire, 

Holding a trencher, jesting merrily ? 
You put our page out : Go, you are allowed ; 
Die when you will, a snuKk shall be your shrowd. 
You leer up<m me, do you ? there^s an eye, 
Wounds like a leaden swoihI. 

Boyet. Full merrily 

Hath this brave manage, this career, been run. 

Biron. Lo, he is tilting sti'aight I Peace ; 1 have 
done. 

Enter Costard. 

Welcome, pure wit ! thou partest a fair fray. 

Cost. O Lord, sir, they would know. 
Whether the three worthies shall come in, or na 

Biron, What, are there but three. 

Cost. No, sir ; but it is vara fine. 

For every one pursents three. 

Biron. And three times thrice is nine. 

Cost. Not so, sir; under correction, sir ; I hope, 
it is not so : 
You cannot beg us, sir, I can assure you, sir ; we 

know what we know : 
I hope, sir, three times thrice, sir, — 

Biron. Is not nine. 

Cost. Under correction, sir, we know whereuntil 
it doth amount. 

Biron, By Jove, I always took three threes for 
nine. 

Cost. O Lord, sir, it were pity you should get 
your living by reckoning, sir. 

Biron. How much is it.-* 

Cost. O Lord, sir, the parties themselves, the 
actors, sir, will show whereuntil it doth amount : 
for my own part, I am, as they say, but to parfect 
one man, — e^en one poor man ; Pompion the great, 
•ir. 

Biron. Art thou one of the worthies ? 

Cost. It pleased them, to think me worthy of 
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Pbmpioa the great : for mine own part, T know not 

the (Kgree of the worthy : but I am to stand for him. 

Biron. Go, bid them prepare. 

ChsL We will turn it finely off, sir ; we will take 

some care. [Exit Costard. 

King. Bir6n, they will shame us, let them not 

approach. 
Biron, We are shame-proof, my lord : and 'tis 
some policy 
To have one show worse than the king's and his 
OHnpany. 
King, I say, they shall not come. 
Prin, Nay, my good lord, let me o'er-rule you 
now; 
That sport best pleases, that doth least know how : 
Where zeal strives to content, and the ccmtents 
Die in the zeal of them which it presents. 
Their form confounded makes most form in mirth ; 
When gres^ things labouring perish in their birth. 
Biron, A right description of our sport, my lord. 

Enter Armado. 

Ann. Anointed, I implore so much expense of 
thy royal sweet breath, as will utter a brace of words. 

[Armado converses witti the King, cmd delivers 
him a paper. 

Prin. Doth this man scn^e God } 

Biron. Why ask you .^ 

Prin, He speaks not like a man of God's making. 

Arm. That's all one, my fair, sweet, honey 
monarch : for, I protest, the school-master is ex- 
ceeding fantastical ; too, too vain ; too, too vain : 
But we will put it, as they say, to fortuna delta 
guirra. I wish you the peace of mind, most royal 
couplemcnt. [Eocit Armado. 

Jting. Here is like to be a good presence of wor- 
thies : He presents Hector of Troy ; the swain, 
Pompev the great; the parish curate, Alexander ; 
Armado's page, Hercules; the pedant, Judas 
Machabaeus. 
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And if these four worthies in their first show thrive. 
These four will change habits, and present the 
other five. 
Biron, There is five in the first show. 
King, You are deceived, *tis not so. 
Biroiu The pedant, the braggart, the hedge- 
priest, the fool, and the boy : — 
Abate a throw at novum \^ and the whole world 

asain, 
Cannot prick^ out five such, take each <»ie in his vein. 
King, The ship is under sail, and here she comes 
amain. 
[Seats brought for the King, Princess, Sfc, 

Pageant of the J^ine Worthies. Enter Costard 
amCdfor Pompey. 

Cost I Pompey am, 

Boyet. You lie, you are not he. 

Cost. I Pompey amy 

Boyet, With libbard's head on knoi. 

Biron. Well said, old mocker ; I must needs be 

fi-iends widi thee. 
Cost I Pompey am, Pompey sumanCd the big, — 
Dum. The great 
• Cost, It is great, sir ; — Pompey sumam'd the 

great ; 
That oft infddj with targe and shield, did make 

my foe to sweat: 
And, travelling along this coast, J here am come 

by chance ; 
And lay my arms before the legs of this stoeet lass 

of France, 
If your ladyship would say. Thanks, Pompey, I 
had done. 
Prtn. Great thanks, great Pompey. 
Cost. 'Tis not so much worth ; but, I hope, I 
was perfect : I made a litde fault in, great, 

Btron. My hat to a halfpenny, Pompey proves 
the best worUiy. 

(1) A game with dice. (2) Pick 
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Enter Nathaniel arvrCd^ for Alexander. 

Nath. JVhen in the world 1 liv'd, I was the 
world's commander ; 
By eastt west, north, and south, I spread my con- 



My ^scutcheon plain declares, thai lamAlisander. 
jBoyet. Your nose says, no, you are not ; for it 

stands too right. 
Biron. Your nose smells, no, in (his, most ten- 
der-smelling kni^t 
« Prin. The conqueror is dismayed: Proceed, 
good Alexander. 
Nath. IVhen in the world I liv*d, I was the 

worWs commander} — 
Boyet. Most true, 'tis right ; you were so, Ali- 

sander. 
Biron. POTapey the great, 
Chst. Your servant, and Costird. 

Biron. Take away the conqueror, take away 
Alisander. 

Cost. O, sir, [To Nath.] you have over&rown 
Alisander the conqueror? You will be scraped out 
of the painted cloth for this : your lion, that holds 
bis poU-ax sitting on a close-stool, will be given to 
A-jax, he will be the ninth worthy. A conauerbr, 
and afeard to speak ! run away for shame, Alisan- 
der. [Nath. rehire*.] There, an't shall please you; 
a foolish mild man ; an honest man, look you, and 
soon dash'd ! He is a marvellous good Neighbour, 
in sooth ; and a very good bowler : but, for Alisan- 
der, alas, you see, how 'tis ; — a little o'erparted : — 
But there are worthies a coming will speak their 
mind in some other sort. 

Prin. Stand aside, good PtMnpey. 
Knler Holofemes arm'd, for Judas, and Moth 
arm'dy for Hercules. 
Hoi. Chreat Hercules is presented by this imp. 
Whose club kUVdCki-berus, that three-headed 
canus; 
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Andf when he was a babe, a child, a shrimp, 

Thus did he strangle serpents in his manus : 
Quoniam, he seeineth in minority ; 
Ergo, / come loith this apology. — 
Keep some state in thy exit, and vanish. [Ex. Moth 

Hoi. Judas I am, — 

Dum. A Judas ! 

Hoi. Not Iscariot, sir. — 
Jvdas 1 am, ycleped Machtdjceus. 

Dum. Judas Machabaeus dipt, is plain Judas. 

JBiroTi. A kissing traitor : — How art thou proved 
Judas ? 

Hoi. Judas I am, — 

Dum. The more shame for you, Judas. 

HoL What mean you, sir ? 

Boyet. To make Judas hang himself. 

HoL Bc^n, sir ; you are my elder. 

Biron. Well followed: Ju^as was hang*d on 
an elder. 

Hoi. I will not be put out of countenance. 

Biron. Because thou hast no face. 

Hoi What is this? 

Boyet. A cittern head. 

Dum. The head of a bodkin. 

Biron. A death's face in a ring. 

Long, The face of an old Roman coin, scarce 
seen. 

Boyet. The pummel of Caesar's faulchion. 

Dum. The carv'd-bone face on a flask.' 

Biron. St. George's half-cheek in a brooch.2 

Dum. Ay, and in a brooch of lead. 

Biron. Ay,and worn in the cap of a toolh-drawcr 
And now, forward; for we have put thee in coun 
tenance. 

Hoi. You have put me out of countenance. 

Biron. False ; we have given thee faces. 

(1) A soldier's powder-horn. 

(2) An ornamental buckle for fastening bat 
boucb, &c. 
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Hoi. But you have out-facM them all. 
JSiran. An thou vvert a lion, we would do $a 
Boyet. Therefore, as he is, an ass, let him go. 
And so adieu, sweet Jude! nay, why dost thou stay f 
Dum. For the latter end of his name. 
Biron. P'or the ass to the Jude ; give it him : — 

Jud-as, away. 
Hoi. This is not generous, not geDtle,not humble. 
Boyet. A light for monsieur Judas : it grows 

dark, he may stumble. 
Prin. A las, poor Machabseus, how hath he been 

baited! 

Enter Armado amCd^ f^ Hector. 

Biron. Hide thy head, Achilles: here C(Hne8 
Hector in arms. 

Dum. Though my mocks come home by me, I 
will now be merry. 

King. Hector was but a Trojan in respect of tliis. 

Boyet. But is this Hector? 

Dum, I think, Hector was not so clean-limber'd. 

Ijong. His leg is too big for Hector. 

Dvm. More calf, certain. 

Boyet. No ; he is best indued in the small. 

Biron. This cannot be Hector. 

Dum. He's a god or a painter ; for he makes faces. 

Arm. The armipoteni MarSy of lances^ the al- 
mighty. 
Gave Hector a gift. 

Dum. A gilt nutmeg. 

Biron. A lemon. 

Long. Stuck with cloves. 

Dum. No, cloven. 

Arm. Peace. 
The armipotent Mars, of lances the almighty. 

Gave Hector a gift, the heir of Ilion ; 
A man so breath'' d, ifiat certain he would fght, yea 

From mom till night, out of his pavilion. 
I am that flower, — 

(1) Lance-men. 
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Dttffi. 

Long. That columbine. 

Amu Sweet lord Longaville, rein thy tongue. 

Long. I must rather give it the rein ; for it rua<i 
against Hector. 

JDum. Ay, and Hector's a greyhound. 

Arm. The sweet war-man is dead and rotten ; 
sweet chucks, beat not the bones of the buried : 
when he breath'd, he was a man — But I will for- 
ward with my device : Sweet royalty, [to /A« Prin- 
cess.] bestow on me the sense of hearing. 

[Biron whispers Costard. 

Prin. Speak, brave Hector; we are much de- 
limited. 

Arm. I do adore thy sweet grace's slipper. 

Boyet. Loves her by the foot 

Dum. He may not by the yard. 

A rm. This Hector far surmounted Hannibal , — 

Cost. The party is gone, fellow Hector, she is 
gone ; she is two months on her way. 

Arm. What meanest thou ? 

Cost. Faith, unless you play the honest Trojan, 
the poor wench is cast away: she's quick; the 
child brags in her belly already ; -tis yours. 

Arm, Dost thou infamonize me among poten- 
tates ? thou shalt die. 

Cost. Then shall Hector be whipp'd, for Jaque- 
netta that is quick by him ; and hang'd, for Pom- 
pey that is dead by him. 

Dum. Most rare Pompey ! 

Boyet. Renowned Pompey ! 

Biron. Greater than great, great, great, great 
Pompey ! Fompey the huge ! 

Ihtm. Hector trembles. 

Biron. Pompey is mov'd : — ^More Ates,^ more 
Ates ; stir them on ! stir them on ! 

Dum. Hector will challenge him. 

Biron. Ay, if he have no more man's blood in's 
belly than will sup a flea. 

(l)At^ was the goddess of discord. 
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Arm. By the north pole, I do challenge thee. 

Cost. I will not fight with a pole, like a northern 
man ;i 1*11 slash ; I'll do it by the sword : — I pray 
you, let me borrow my arms again. 

JDum. 'Room for the incensed worthies. 

Cost, ni do it in my shirt. 

Ihim. Most resolute Pompey ! 

J^oth, Master, let me take you a button-hole 
lower. Do you not see, Pompey is uncasing for 
the combat f What mean you .* you will lose your 
reputation. 

Arm. Gentlemen, and soldiers, pardon me : I 
will not combat in my shirt 

Dum. You may not deny it; Pompey hath 
made the challenge. 

Arm. Sweet bloods, I both may and will. 

Biron. What reason have you'for't f 

Arm. The naked truth of it is, I have no shirt ; 
I go woolward2 for penance. 

Boyet. True, ana it was enjoin'd him in Rome 
for want of linen : since when, Pll be sworn, he 
wore none, but a dish-clout of Jaquenetta's ; and 
that 'a wears next his heai*t, for a favour. 

Enter Mercade. 

Mer. God save you, madam ! 

Prin. Welcome, Mercade ; 
But that thou interrupt'st our merriment. 

Mer. I am sorry, madam ; for the news I bring, 
Is heavy in my tongue. The king your father — 

Prin. Dead, for my life. 

Mer. Even so ; my tale is told. 

Biron. Worthies, away; the scene begins to 
cloud. 

Arm. For mine own part, I breathe free breath : 
I have seen the day of wrong through the little 
hole of discretion, and I will right myself like a 
soldier. [Exeunt Worthies. 

(1) A clown. (2) Clothed in wool, without linen. 
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King, How fare* your majesty ? 

Prin, Boyet, prepare ; I will away to-night 

King. Madam, not so; I do beseech you, stay. 

Prin. Prepare, I say. — ^I thank you, gracious 
loras. 
For all your fair endeavours ; and entreat, 
Out of a new-sad soul, that you vouchsafe 
Id your rich wisdom, to excuse, or hide. 
The liberaU opposition of our spirits : 
If over-boldly we have borne ourselves 
In the converse of breath, vour gentleness 
Was guilty of it — Farewell, worthy lord ! 
A heavy heart bears not an humble tongue : 
Excuse me so, coming so short of thani^ 
For my great suit so easily obtain'd. 

King. The extreme parts of time extremely form 
All causes to the purpose of his speed ; 
And often, at his very loose, decides 
That which long process could not arbitrate : 
And though the mourning brow of progeny 
Forbid the smiling courtesy of love. 
The holy suit which fain it would convince ; 
Yet, since love's argument was first on foot. 
Let not the cloud of sorrow justle it 
From what it purposed ; since, to wail friends lost, 
Is not by mucn so wholesome, profitable. 
As to rejoice at friends but newly found. 

Prin. I understand you not: my griefs are 
double. 

Biron. Honest plain words best pierce the car 
of grief; — 
And by these badges understand the king. 
For your fair sakes have we neglected time, 
Play'd foul play with ouroaths ; your beauty, ladies. 
Hath much deform'd us, fashioning our humours 
Even to the opposed end of our intents : 
And what in us hath seem'd ridiculous,— 
As love is full of unbefitting strains ; 

(1) Free to excess. 
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All wanton as a child, skipping, and vain ; 
Form'd by the eye, and, therefore, like the eye 
Full of strange shapes, of habits, and of forms, 
Varying in subjects as the eye doth roll 
To every varied object in his glance : 
Which party-coated presence of loose love 
Put on bpr us, if, in your heavenly eyes. 
Have misbecom'd our oaths and gravities. 
Those heavenly eyes, that look into these faults, 
Suggested! us to make : Therefore, ladies, 
Our love being yours, the error that love makes 
Is likewise yours : we to ourselves prove felse. 
By being once false for ever to be true 
lo those that make us both : — fair ladies, you : 
And even that falsehood, in itself a sin 
Thus purifies itself, and turns to grace. 

Prtn. We have received your letters full of love ; 
Your favours the embassadors of love ; 
And, in our maiden council, rated them 
At courtship, pleasant jest, and courtesy, 
As bombast, and as lining to the time : 
But more devout than this, in our respects. 
Have we not been ; and therefore met your loves 
In their own fashion, like a merriment 

Dum. Our letters, madam, showM much more 
than jest 

Long. So did our looks. 

Roa. We did not quote2 them so. 

King. Now, at the latest minute of the hour. 
Grant us your loves. 

Prtn. A time, methinks, too short 

To make a world-without-end bargain in : 
No, no, my lord, your grace is perjur'd much, 
Full of dear guiltiness ; and, therefore this, — 
l( for mv love (as there is no such cause) 
Vou will do aught, this shall you do for me : 
Your oath I will not trust ; but go with speed 
To some forlorn and naked hermitage, 

(1) Tempted. (2) Regard. 
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Remote from all the pleasures of the world ; 

There stay until the twelve celestial signs 

Have brought about their annual reckoning ; 

If this austere insociable life 

Change not your (^er made in heat of blood ; 

If frosts, ana fasts, hard lodging, and thin weeds,! 

Nip not the gaudy blossoms of your love. 

But that it b^r this trial, and last love : 

Then, at the expiration of the year. 

Come challenge, challenge me by ihese deserts, 

And, by this virgin palm now kissing thine, 

I will be thine ; and till that instant, shut 

My woful self up in a mourning house ; 

Raining the tears of lamentation, 

For the remembrance of my father^s death. 

If this thou do deny, let our hands part ; 

Neither intitled in Uie other's heart 

King. If this, or more than this, I would den^ 
To flatter up these powers of mine with rest 
The sudden hand of death close up mine eye ! 
Hence ever then my heart is in thy breast 

Biron. And what to me, my love ? and what 
to me ? 

Ros. You must be pui^ed too, your sins are rank ; 
You are attaint with faults and perjury ; 
Therefore, if you my favour mean to '^eX, 
A twelvemonth shall you spend, and never rest, 
But seek the weary beds of people sick. 

Dum. But what to me, my love ? but what to me? 

Kath. A wife .' — A beard, fair health, and hon- 
esty; 
Mlth three-fold love I wish you all these three. 

Dum. O, shall I say, I thank you, gentle wife .? 

Kaih. Not so, my lord ; — a twelvemonth and a 
day 
I'll mark no words that smooth-fac'd wooers say : 
Come when the king doth to my lady come, 
Then, if I have much love, I'll give you some. 

(1) Clothing. 
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Dum. V\\ senre thee true and faithfully till tlien. 

Kath, Yet swear not, lest you be forsworn again. 

Long. What says Maria ? 

Mar. At the twelvemonth's end, 

I'll change my black gown for a faithful friend. 

Long. I'll stay with patience ; but the time is 
long. 

JMar. The liker you ; few taller are so young. 

Biron. Studies my lady ? mistress, look on me, 
Behold the window of my heart, mine eye. 
What humble suit attends thy answer there ; 
Impose some service on me for thy love. 

Ros. Oft have I heard of you, my lord Bir6n, 
Before I saw you : and the world's large tongue 
Proclaims you for a man replete with mocks ; 
Full of comparisons and wounding flouts ; 
Which you on all estates will execute. 
That lie within the mercy of your wit : 
To weed this wormwood from your fruitful brain ; 
And, therewithal, to win me, if you please, 
(Without the which I am not to be won,) 
You shall this twelvemonth term from day to day 
Visit the speechless sick, and still converse 
With groaning wretches ; and your task shall be, 
With all the fierce^ endeavour of your wit. 
To enforce the pained impotent to smile. 

Biron. To move \v\\d laughter in the throat of 
death? 
It cannot be ; it is impossible : 
Mirth cannot move a soul in agony. 

Ros. Why, that's the way to choke agibing spirit. 
Whose influence is begot of that loose grace. 
Which shallow lausjhing hearers give to fools : 
A jest's prosperity lies in the ear 
Of him that hears it, never in the t(xigue 
Of him that makes it : then, if sickly ears, 
DeaPd with the clamours of their own dear^ 
groans, 

(1) Vehement. (2) Immediate. 
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Will hear your idle scorns, continue then. 
And I will have you, and that fault withal ; 
But, if they will not, throw awav that spirit. 
And I shall find you empty of that fault. 
Right joyful of your reformatioa. 
^iran, A twelvemonth f well, befaU what will 
befall, 
I'll Jest a twelvemonth in an hospital. 
Frin, Ay, sweet my lord; and sol take mj 
leave. [To the King. 

King, No, madam : we will bring you on your 

way. 
Biron. Our wooing doth not end like an old play ; 
Jack hadi not Jill t these ladies' courtesy 
Might well have made our sport a comedy. 
King. Come, sir, it wants a twelvemonth and a 
day, 
And flien 'twill end. 
Biron, That's too long for a play. 

Enter Armado. 

Arm. Sweet majesty, vouchsafe me,^ 

Prin, Was not that Hector? 

Jhtm. The worthy knight of Troy. 

Arm. I will kiss thy royal finger, and take 
leave : I am a votary ; I have vowed to Jaquenetta 
to hold the plough for her sweet love three years. 
But, most esteemed greatness, will you bear the 
dialogue that the two learned men have compiled, 
in praise of the owl and the cuckoo ? It should 
l»ve followed in the end of our show. 

King. Call them forth quickly, we will do so. 

Arm. Holla! approach. — 

Enter Holofemes, Nathaniel, Moih, Costard, and 
others. 

This side is Hiems, winter ; this Ver, the spring; 
the one maintainM by the owl, the other by tlie 
cuckoo. Ver, begin. 
VOL. 11. Q 
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SONG. 

Spring. When dames pted, and violets blue, 
And lady-smocks aU silver-uhite. 
And cuckoo-buds of yellow hue. 

Do paint the meadows with deligM, 
The cuckoo then, on every tree. 
Mocks married mat, for thus sings Tie, 

Cuckoo; 
Cuckoo, cuckoo, — O ujord of fear, 
UnpUasing to a married ear! 

II. 

When shepherds pipe on oaten straws, 
And merry larks are pUmghmmU 
clocks. 
When turtles tread, and rooks, and daws. 
And maidens bleach their summer 
smocks. 
The cuckoo then, on every tree, 
Mocks married men, for thus sings he, 

Cuckoo; 
Cuckoo, cuckoo,— O word of fear, 
Unpleasing to a married ear ! 

in. 

Winter. When icicles hang by the wall. 

And Dick the shepnerd blows his nail. 
And Tom bears logs into the hall. 

And milk comes frozen home in pail. 
When blood is nipp'd, and ways be foul. 
Then nightly sings the staring owl, 

To-who; 
Tu-whit, to-who, a merry note. 
While greasy Joan doth keel^ the pot, 

IV. 
When aU aloud the wind doth blow, 
Andcoughi$ig drowns the parson^s saw, 

(l)Ck»l. 
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And birds sii brooding' in thf snow. 

And Marian's nose hoks red <md raw. 
When roasted crabs^ hiss in the bowl, 
Then nightly sings the staring owl, 

To-who; 
Tu-whit, Uhwho, a merry note. 
While greasy Joan doth keel the pot. 

Arm, The words of Mercury are harsh aftet 
the songs of ApoUa — You, that way ; we, this way. 

[ExeunL 
(1) Wild apples. 



In this play* which all the editors have concur* 
red to censure, and some have rejected as unwor- 
thy of our poet, it must be confessed that there are 
many passages mean, childish, and vulgar : and 
some which ought not to have been exhibited, as 
we are told they were, to a maiden queen. But 
there are scattered through the whole many sparks 
of genius ; nor is there any play that has mor« 
rvi(lent marks of the hand of Shakspeare. 

JOHNSON. 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED. 

Duke of Venice, 

Prince of Jtforocco, > 

Prince of Arr^on, \ ""'^ '« ^*"''««- 

Antonio, the merxhant of Venice, 

Bassanio, his friend, 

Salanio, ^ 

Salarino, ^friends to ArUonio and Battanio^ 

Gratiano, ^ 

Lorenzo, in love with Jessica. 

Shylock, a Jew. 

Tubal, a JeWy his friend. 

Launcelot Gobbo, a dovm, servant to Shylock, 

Old Gobbo, father to Launcelot. 

Salerio, a messenger from Venice. 

Leonardo, servant to Bassanio, 

Balthazar, ) „ . 

Stephano, \ '^^nis to Portia. 

Portia, a rich heiress. 
Nerissa, her waiting-maid. 
Jessica, daughter to Shylock, 

Magn{ficoes qfVenice^ officers qfthe court of Jus- 
tice^ jailer, servants, and other attendants. 

Scene, partly at Venice, and partly at Belmont, 
the seat qf Portia, on the continent. 
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ACT I. 

SCEJ^E I.— Venice. A street Enter Antoaic 
Salarino, and Salanio. 

Antonio, 

In sooth, I know not why I am so sad ; 
It wearies me ; you sav, it wearies you ; 
But how I caught it, found it, or came bv it, 
What stuflf 'tis made of, whereof it is born, 
I am to leam ; 

And such a want-wit sadness makes of me. 
That I have much ado to know myself. 

ScUar. Your mind is tossing on the ocean ; 
There, where your argosies^ with portly sail, — 
Like signiors and rich burghers or the flood. 
Or, as it were the pageants of the sea, — 
Do overpeer the petty traffickers, 
That curt'sy to them, do th«n reference. 
As they fly by them with their woven wings. 

Solan, Believe me, sir, had I such venture i 
The better part of my affections would 
Be with my hopes abroad. I should be still 
Plucking the grass, to know where sits the wind ; 
Peering in maps, for ports, and piers, and roads; 
And every object, that might make mc fear 
Misfortune to my ventures, out of doubt, 
Would make me sad. 

Solar. My wind, cooling my brotl^ 



3 forth, 



(1) Ships of 'iarge burthen. 
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Would blow me to an ague, when I Ihougfat 
What harm a wind too great might do at sea. 
I should not see the sanoj hour^^ass run. 
But I should tiiink of shallows and of fiats; 
And see my wealthy Andrew dock'd in sand, 
Vailingi her high-top lower than her ribs. 
To kiss her burial. Should I go to church, 
And see the holy edifice of stone. 
And not bethink me straight of dangerous rocks ? 
Which touching but my gentle vessel's side, 
Would scatter all her spices on the stream ; 
Enrobe the roaring waters with my silks ; 
And, in a word, but even now worth this, 
And now worth nothing ? Shall I have the thought 
To think on this ; and shall I lack the thought. 
That such a thing, bechaac*d, would mdce me 

sadf 
But, tell not me ; I know, Antonio 
Is sad to think upon his merchandise. 

Ant Believe me, no : I thank my fortune for it. 
My ventures are not in one bottom trusted, 
Nor to one place ; nor is my whole estate 
Upcxi the fortune of this present year : 
Therefore, my merchandise makes me not^sad. 

SaHan, Why then you are in love. 

Aid. Fie, fie ! 

Solan. Not in love neither ? Then let's say, you 
are sad. 
Because you are not merry : and 'twere as easy 
For you to laugh, and leap, and say, you are merry. 
Because you are not sad. Now, by two-headed 

Janus, 
Nature hath fram'd strange fellows in her time : 
Some that will evermore peep through their eyes. 
And laugh, like parrots, at a bag-piper ; 
And other of such vinegar aspect, 
That they'll not show their teeth in way of smile. 
Though Nestor swear the jest be laughable. 

(1) Lowering. 
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Enter Bassanio, Lorenzo, and Gratiano. 

Salon. Here comes Bassanio, your most noble 
kinsman, 
Gratiano, and Lorenzo : Fare you well ; 
We leave you now with better company. 

Salar. I would have staid till I had made you 
merry, 
If wortliier friends had not prevented me. 

Atit Your worth is very dear in my regard. 
I take it, your own business calls on you. 
And vou embrace the occasion to depart 

Saiar. Good morrow, my good lords. 

B<us. Good signiors both, when shall we laugh f 
Say, when ? 
You grow exceeding strange : Mast it be so? 

S<wir, WeMl make our leisures to attend on 
yours. [Exeunt Salarino and Salanio. 

Lor. My lord Bassanio, since you have found 
Antonio, 
We two will leave you : but, at dinner-time, 
I pray you, have in mind where we must meet. 

Jiass. 1 will not fail you. 

Gra. You look not well, signior Antonio ; 
You have too much respect upon the world : 
They lose it, that do buy it with much care. 
Believe me, vou are marvellously chang'd. 

Ant. I hold the world but as the world, Gra 
tiano; 
A stage, where every man must play a part, 
And mine a sad oae. 

Gra. Let me play the fool : 

With mirth and laughter let old wrinkles come ; 
And let my liver rather heat with wine. 
Than my neart cool with mortifying groans. 
Why should a man, whose blood is warm within, 
Sit like his grandsire cut in alabaster ? 
Sleep when he wakes ? and creep into the jaundice 
Bv being peevish ? I tell thee what, Antonio, — 
I love thee, and it is my love that speaks ; — 
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There are a sort of men, whose visages 

Do cream and mantle, like a standing pond ; 

And do a wilful stillness^ entertain, 

With purpose to be dressM in an opinion 

Of wisdom, gravity, profound conceit ; 

As who should say, lam sir Oracle^ 

And, when I ope my lips, let no dog bark ! 

O, my Antonio, I do know of these, 

That therefore only are reputed wise. 

For saying nothing ; who, I am very sure. 

If they should speak, would almost danm tbDse ears. 

Which, hearing them, would call their brothers, 

fools. 
PU tell thee more of this another time : 
But fish not with this melancholy bait, 
For this fool's gudgeon, this opinion. — 
Come, good Lorenzo : — ^Fare ye well, a while ; 
V\\ end iny exhortation after dinner. 
Lor, Well, we will leave you then till dinner- 
time : 
I must be one of these same dumb wise men, 
For Gratiano never lets me speak. 
Gra. Well, keep me company but two years 
more. 
Thou shalt not know the sound of thine own 
t<mgue. 
Ant. Farewell : I'll grow a talker for this gear. 
Gra. Thanks, i'faith ; for silence is only com- 
mendable 
In a neat's tongue dried, and a maid not vendible. 
[ExeurU Gratiano and Lorenza 
Ant Is that any thing now ? 
Bass. Gratiano speaks an infinite deal of nothing, 
more than any man in all Venice : His reasons ara 
as two grains of wheat hid in two bushels of chaff; 
you shall seek all day ere you find them ; and, when 
you have them, they are not worth the search. 
Ant. Well ; tell me now, what lady is this s 

(1) Obstinate silence. 
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To whom you swore a secret pilgrimage, 
That you to-day prcnnis^d to tell me of? 

Bass. 'Tis not unknown to you, Antonio, 
How much I have disabled mine estate, 
Bv something showing a more swelling port 
Than my faint means would grant continuance : 
Nor do I now make moan to be abrid^M 
From such a noble rate ; but my chief care 
Is, to come fairly oflf from the great debts. 
Wherein my time, something too prodigal, 
Hath left me ga^ed": To you, Antonio, 
1 owe the most, in money, and in love ; 
And from your love I have a warranty 
To unburthen all my plots and purposes. 
How to get clear of all the debts I owe. 

Ant I pray you, good Bassanio, let me know it ; 
And, if it stand, as you yourself still do, 
Within the eye of honour, be assur'd. 
My purse, m v person, my extremest means. 
Lie all unlocked to your occasions. 

Bass. In my school-days, when I had lost one 
shaft, 
I shot his fellow of the self-same flight 
The self-same way, with more advised watch. 
To find the other forth ; and by adventuring both, 
I oft found both : I urge this childhood proof. 
Because what follows is pure innocence. 
I owe you much ; and, like a wilful youth, 
That which I owe is lost : but if you please 
To shoot another arrow that self way 
Which vou did shoot the first, I do not doubt. 
As I will watch the aim, or to find both. 
Or bring your latter hazard back again. 
And thankfully rest debtor for the first. 

Ant. You know me well ; and herein spend but 
time. 
To wind about my love with circumstance ; 
And, out of doubt, you do me now more wrong, 
In making question of my uttermost. 
Than if you had made v^aste of all I have : 
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Then do but saj to me what I should do, 
That in your knowledge may by me be done, 
And I am presti QQto it : therefore, speak. 

Bass. In Bebnont is a lady richly left. 
And she is fair, and, fairer than that word, 
Of w(Midrous virtues : sometimes? from her eves 
I did receive fair speechless messi^es : 
Her name is Portia ; nothing undervalued 
To Cato*8 daughter, Brutus' Portia. 
Nor is the wide world ignoraqt of her worth ; 
For the four winds blow in from eveiy coast 
Renowned suitors : and her sunny locks 
Hang on her temples like a golden fleece ; 
Which makes her seat of Belmont, Colchos* strand, 
And many Jasons come in quest of her. 

my Antonio, had I but the means 
To bold a rival place with one of them, 

1 have a mind presages me such thrift, 
That I should questionless be fortunate. 

AnU Thou know'st, that all my fortunes are a* 
sea; 
Nor have I money, nor commodity 
To raise a present sum : therefore go forth, 
Try what my credit can in Venice do ; 
That shall be rack'd, even to the uttermost, 
To furnish thee to Belmont, to fair Portia. 
Go, presently inquire, and so will I, 
Where money is ; and I no question make. 
To have it of my trust, or for my sake. [Exeutu, 

SCKN'E //.— Behnont. A room in Portia's 
house. Enter Portia and Nerissa. 

For, By my troth, Nerissa, my littlo body is 
aweaiy of this great world. 

Jfer, You would be, s^veet madam, if your mise- 
ries were in the same abundance as your good for- 
tunes are : And, yet, for aught I see, they are aa 

(1) Ready. (2) Formerly. 
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sick, that surfeit with too much, as they that starve 
with nothings : It is no mean happiness therefore, to 
be seated in the mean \ superfluity comes sooner by 
white hairs, but competency lives Icmger. 

For. Good sentences, and well pronounced. 

J^er. They would be better, if well followed. 

For. If to do were as easy as to know what were 
good to do, chapels had been churches, and poor 
men^s cottages, princes* palaces. It is a good divine 
that follows his own instructions : I can easier teach 
twenty what were good to be done, than be one of 
the twenty to follow mine own teaching. The brain 
may devise laws for the blood ; but a hot temper 
leaps over a cold decree : such a hare is madness 
the youth, to skip o*er the meshes of good counsel 
the cripple. But this reasoning is not in the fashion 
to choose me a husband >--0 me, the word chouse ! 
I may neither choose whom I would, nor refuse 
whom I dislike ; so is the will of a living daughter 
curbM by the will of a dead father : — Is it not hard, 
Nerissa, that I cannot choose one, nor refuse none f 

JVer. Your father was ever virtuous ; and holy 
men, at their death, have good inspirations ; there- 
fore, the lottery, that he hath devised in these three 
chests, of gold, silver* and lead, (whereof who 
chooses his meaning, chooses you,) will, no doubt, 
never be chosen by any rightly, but one who you 
shall rightly love. But what warmth is there in 
your aroction towards any of these princely suitors 
that are already come. ^ 

For. I pray thee, over-name them ; and as thou 
namest them, I will describe them ; and, according 
to my description, level at my affection. 

JVcr. First, there is the Neapolitan prince. 

For. Ay, that^s a colt,i indeed, for he doth no- 
thing but talk of his horse : and he makes it a great 
appropriation to his own good parts, that he can 
shoe him himself: I am much afraid, my lady, hia 

(1) A heady, gay youngster. 
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mother played false with a smith. 

JV*«r. Then is there the county* Palatine. 

Por, He does nothing bat frown ; as who should 
say, An if you wiU not have m«, choose .* he hears 
meny tales, and smiles not : I fear, he will prove 
the weeping philosopher when he ^wsold,beine 
so full of unmannerly sadness in his youth. I had 
rather be married to a death*s head with a bone in 
hb mouth, than to either of these. God defend me 
from these two ! 

J^er. How say you by the French lord. Mon- 
sieur Le Bon ? 

Por. God made him, and therefore let him pass 
for a man. In truth, I know it is a sin to be a 
mocker : But, he ! why, he hath a horse better than 
the Neapolitan's ; a better bad habit of frowning 
than the count Palatine : be is everjr man in no 
man : if a throstle sing, he falls straight a caper- 
ing ; he will fence with his own shadow : if I should 
marry him, I should marry twenty husbands : If 
he would despise me, I would forgive him ; for if 
he love me to madness, I shall never requite him. 

J^er. What sav you then to Falconbridge, the 
young baron of England? 

Por. You know, 1 say nothing to him ; for he un- 
derstands not me, nor I him : he hath neither Latin, 
French, nor Italian ; and you will come into the 
court and swear, that I have a poor penny-worth 
in the English. He is a proper raan*s picture ; 
But, alas f who can converse with a dumb show ? 
How oddly he is suited ! I think he bought his 
doublet in Italy, his round hose in France, his bon- 
net in Germany, and his behaviour every where. 

JSTer, What think you of the Scottish lord, his 
neighbour? 

Por. That he hath a neighbourly charity in him 1 
for he borrowed a box of the ear of the English- 
man, and swore he would pay him again, when he 

(D Count 
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was able : I think the Frenchman became his sure- 
ty, and sealed under for another. 

JVcr. How like you the young German, the duke 
of Saxony's nephew ? 

Por. Very vilely in the morning, when he is so- 
ber ; and roost vilely in the afternoon, when he is 
drunk : when he is best, he is a little worse than a 
man ; and when he is worst, he is little better than 
a beast : an the worst fall that ever feU, I hope, I 
shall make shift to go without him. 

JVer. If he should ofier to choose, and choose 
the right casket, you should refuse to perform your 
fatheA will, if you should refuse to accept him. 

Por, Therefore, for fear of the worst, I pray 
thee, set a deep glass of Rhenish wine on the con- 
trary casket: for, if the devil be within, and that 
temptation without, I know he will choose it I 
will do any thing, Nerissa, ere I will be married to 
a spunge. . 

JWr. You need not fear, lady, the having an^ 
of these lords ; thcv have acauainted me with their 
determinations : which is, inaeed, to return to their 
home, and to trouble you with no more suit ; unless 
you may be won by some other sort than your fa- 
ther's imposition, depending on the caskets. 

Por. U I live to be as old as Sibylla, I will die 
as chaste as Diana, unless I be obtained by the 
manner of my fether's will : I am glad this parcel 
of wooers are so reasonable ; for there is not we 
among them but I dote on his very absence, and I 
pray God grant them a fair departure. 

Jrer. Do you not remember, lady, in your fa- 
ther's time, a Venetian, a scholar, and a soldier, 
that came hither in company of the Marquis of 
Montferrat? 

Por. Yes, yes, it was Bassanio; as I think, so 
was he called. , 

Aer. True, madam; he, of all the men that 
ever my foolish eyes looked upon, was the best de- 
serving a fiur lady. 
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For. I remember him well; and I remember 
bim worthy of thjr praise. — How now ! what news? 
Enier a Servant 

Serv. The four strangers seek for you, madam, 
io take their leave : and there is a forerunner come 
from a fifth, the prince <^ Morocco ; who Inings 
word, the prince, his master, will be hereto-ni^ht 

For. If I could bid the fifth welcome with so 
good heart as I can bid the other four farewell, I 
should be glad of his approach : if he have the 
condition! w a saint, and the complexion of a devil, 
I had rather he should shrive me than wive me. 
C<»ie, Nerissa. — Sirrah, go before. — ^Whiles we 
shut the gate upon one wooer, another knocks at 
the door. [Exeunt 

SCEJ^TE 1IL--Yen\ce. A public place. Enier 
Bassanio and Shylock. 

Shy. Three thousand ducats, — well. 

Bass. Ay, sir, for three months. 

Shy. For three months,— welL 

Bass. For the which, as I told you, Antonio 
shall be bound. 

Shy. Antonio shall become bound, — ^well. 

Bass. May you stead me? Will you pleasure 
me f Shall 1 know your answer? 

Shy. Three thousand ducats, for three months, 
and Antonio bound. 

Btiss. Your answer to that 

Shy. Antonio is a good man. 

Bass. Have you beard any imputation to the 
contrary f 

Shy. Ho, no, no, no, no ; — my meaning, in say- 
ing he is a good man, is to have you understand 
me, that he is sufficient : yet his means are in sup- 
position: he hath an argosy bound to Tripolis, 
another to the Indies ; I understand moreover upon 
the Rialto, he hath a third at Mexico, a fourth for 

(1) Temper, qualities. 
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England, and other ventures he hath, squan- 

derd abroad : But ships are but boards, sailors but 
men: there be land-rats, and water-rats, water- 
thieres, and land-thieves; I mean, pirates; and 
then, there is the peril of waters, winds, and rocks : 
The man is, notwithstanding, sufficient; — three 
thousand ducats ; — I think I may take his bond. 

Bass, Be assured you may. 

Shy. I will be assured I may ; and, that I may 
be assured, I will bethink me : May I speak with 
* Antonio? 

Beus. If it please you to dine with us. 

Shy, Yes, to smell pork ; to eat of the habita- 
tion which your prophet, the Nazarite, conjured 
the devil into : I will buy with you, sell with you, 
talk with you, walk with you, and so following ; 
but I will not eat with you, drink with you, nor 
pray with you. What news on the Rialto ? — Who 
18 h^ comes here? 

Enter Antonio. 

Bass. This is si^ior Antonio. 

Shy. [Aside.] How like a fawning publican he 

I hate him, for he is a Christian : 

But more, for that, in low simplicity, 

He lends out money gratis, and brings down 

The rate of usance here with us in Venice. 

If I can catch him once upon the hip, 

I will feed £it the ancient grudge I bear him. 

He hates our sacred nation ; and he rails. 

Even there where merchants most do congregata^ 

On me, my bargains, and my well-won thrift. 

Which he calls interest ; Cursed be my tribe. 

If I forgive him ! 

Bass. Shylock, do you hear? 

Shy, I am debating of my present store ; 
And, by the near guess of my memoiy, 
I cannot instantly raise up the gross 
Of full three thousand ducats : What of .that ? 

VOL. n. R • 
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Tobal, a wealthy Hebrew of my tribe, 

Will furnish me : Bat soft ; How many^ mo&du 

Do yoa desire ?— Rest yoa fairi good a^ior ; 

[2v Antonio. 
Yonr worship was the last man in oar mootht. 

Ant. Shyfock, albeit I neither lend nor bonow. 
By taking, nor by giving of excess, 
Yet, to supply iSae ripe wants^ of my friend, 
I'll break a custom : — ^Is he yet pos8e88*d,3 
How much yoa woold ? 

Shy, Ay, ay, three thousand dacats. ' 

AnL And for fliree months. 

Sky. I had forgot,^— three months, yoa fold me so. 

Well then, yoar bond; and, let me see, ^Bat 

hear yoa; 
Methouffht, you said, you neither laid, nor borrow, 
Upon advantage. 

Ant. I do never use it 

Shy. When Jacob grazM his uncle Laban's sheep, 
Hiis Jacob from our holy Abraham was 
(As his wise mother wrought in his behalf,) 
The third possessor ; ay, he was the third. 

Ani. And what <k him ? did he take interest? 

Shy. No, not take interest ; not, as you would say, i 
Directly interest : mark what Jacob did. 
When Laban and himself were ccMnprmnisM, 
That all the eanlings which were streaked, and 

f)ied, 
I as JacoVs hire ; ^ ewes, being rank, 
In the end of autumn turned to the rams : 
And when the work of generation was 
Between these woolly breeders in the act, 
The skilful shepherd peelM me certain wands. 
And in the doing of the deed of kind,' 
He stuck them up before the fulsome ewes ; 
Who, then conceiving, did in eaning time 
Fdl party-colour*d lambs, and those were JacoVt 

(1) Wants which admit no longer delay. 

(2) Informed.^ (3) Nature. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Scene III. 



VENICE. 



359 



Tbis was a way to thme, mnd he was blest } 
And thrift is blessing, if men steal it not 

Ani. This was a venture, sir, that Jacob senr'd 
for; 
A thing not In his power to brings to pass, 
But sway*d and fashion'd, by the hand of heaven. 
Was this inserted to make interest good ? 
Or is your gold and silver, ewes and rams ? 

Shy. I cannot tell: I nmke it breed as fast: — 
But note me, signior. 

Ant. Mark you this, Bassanio, 

The devil can cite scripture for his purpose. 
An evil soul, producing holy witness. 
Is like a villain with a smiling cheek ; 
A goodly apple rotten at the heart ; 
O, what a ^ood\y outside falsehbod hath ! 

Shy Three thousand ducats, — *tis a good round 
sum. 
Three months from twelve, then let me see the rate. 

Ant. Well, Shy lock, shall we be beholden to you? 

Shy. Siffnior Antcmio, many a time and oA, 
In the Rialtoyou have rated me 
About my monies, and my usances ^ 
Still have I borne it with a patient shrug ; 
For sufferance is the badge of all our tribe : 
You call me — misbeliever, cut-throat dog. 
And spit upon my Jewish gaberdine. 
And all for use of that which is mine own. 
Well then, it now appears, you need my help : 
Go to then ; you come to me, and you say, 
Shylock, toe would have monies / You say so ; 
You, that did void your rheum upon my beard, 
And foot me, as you spurn a stranger cur 
Over your threshold ; monies is your suit 
What should I say to you f Should I not say, 
Hath a dog money ? ts it possible, 
A cur can lend three thousand ducats ? or. 
Shall I bend low, and in a bondsman*s key, 

(1) Interest 
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With 'bated breath, and whispering hiunbleneiB, 
Sajr this, 

Fair nr, you spit on me on Wednesday tost ; 
You spurned me such a day; another time 
You caWd mer-dog ; and for these courtesies 
ru lend you Vtus much monies. 

Ant. I am afl like to call thee so again, 
To spit on thee again, to spurn thee too. 
If thou wilt lend this money, lend it not 
As to thjr friends (for when did friendship take 
A breed for barren metal of his friend ?) 
But lend it rather to thine enera^ ; 
Who if he break, thou may'st with better fiice 
Exact the penalty. 

Shy. Why, look yoc, how you stonn I 

I would be friends with you, and have your love. 
Forget the Barnes that you have stain'd me with. 
Supply your present wants, and take no doit 
Of usance for my monies, and you'll not hear me : 
This is kind I offer. 

AnL This were kindness. 

Shy. This kindness will I show :— 

Go with me to a notary, seal me there 
Your single bond ; and, in a merry sport, 
If you repay me not on such a day. 
In such a place, such simi, or sums, as are 
Expiess'd in the condition, let the forfeit 
Be nominated for an equal pound 
Of your fair flesh, to be cut off and taken 
In what part of your body pleaseth me. 

Ant. Content, in faith : PU seal to such a bond, 
And say, there is much kindness in the Jew. 

Bass. You shall not seal to such a bond for mc, 
I'll rather dwell* in my necessity. 

Ant. Why, fear not, man ; I will not forfeit it ; 
Within these two months, that's a month before 
This bond expires, I do expect return 
Of thrice three times the value of this bond. 

(1) Abide. 
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Shy. O father Abraham, what these Christiant 
are; 
Whose own hard dealing teaches them suspect 
The thoughts of others ! Pray you, tell me this ; 
If he should break his day, what sliould I gain 
By the exaction of the forfeiture ? 
A pound of man*s flesh, taken from a man, 
Is not so estimable, profitable neither. 
As flesh of muttons, beefs, or goats. I say. 
To buy his favour, I extend this friendship . 
[f he will take it, so ; if not, adieu ; 
And, for my love, I pray you, wr<Mig me not 

Ant. Yes, Shy lock, I will seal unto this bond. 

Shy. Then meet me forthwith at the notary's ; 
Give him direction for this merry bond, 
And I will go and purse the ducats straight ; 
See to my house, left in the fearful guard 
Of an unthrifty knave ; and presently 
I will be with you. [Exit. 

Ant. Hie thee, gentle Jew. 

This Hebrew will turn Christian ; he grows kind. 

JBass. I like not fair terms, and a villain's mind. 

Ant. Come on; in this there can be no dis- 
may. 
My ships come home a m(xith before the day. 

[Exeunt. 



ACT II. 

SCEJ^E /.—Belmont. A room in Portia's house. 

Flourish of cornets. Enter the Prince of Mo. 

rocco, and At5 train; Portia, Nerissa, and oihet 

of her attendants. 

Mor. Mislike me not for my complexion, 
The shadow'd livery of the bumish'd sun. 
To whom I am a neighbour, and near bred. 
Bring me the direst creature northward bom, 
Where Phccbus' fire scarce thaws the icicles, 
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And let os make incisioni for your love, 

To prove whose blood is reddest, bis or mine. 

I teU thee, lady, this aspect of mine 

Hath fear'd2 the valiant ; by my love, I swear. 

The best-regarded virgins of our clime 

Have lovM it too : I would not change this hue. 

Except to steal your thoughts, my gentle queen. 

Por, In terms of choice I am not solely led 
By nice direction of a maiden's eyes: 
Besides the lottery of my destiny 
Bars nie the right of voluntary choosing : 
But, if my &ther had not scanted me. 
And hedg'd me by his wit, to yield myself 
His wife, who wins me by that means I told you. 
Yourself, renowned prince, then stood as fair. 
As any comer I have looked on yet, 
For my aflfection. 

Mor. Even for that I diank vou ; 

Therefore, I pray you, lead me to the caskets. 
To try my fortune. By this scimitar, — 
That slew the Sophy, and a Persian prince, 
That won three fields of Sultan Solyman, — 
I would out-stare the sternest eyes that look. 
Out-brave the heart most daring on the earth. 
Pluck the young sucking cubs from the she-bear. 
Yea, mock the Ticxi when be roars for prey, 
To win thee, lady : But, alas the while ! 
If Hercules, and Lichas, play at dice 
Which is the better man, the g^reater throw 
May turn by fortune from the weaker hand : 
So IS Alcides beaten by his page ; 
And so may I, blind fortune leading me. 
Miss that which one unworthier may attain, 
And die with grieving. 

Por, You must take your chance ; 

(1) Allusion to the eastern custom for lovers to 
testify their passion by cutting themselves in their 
mistresses* sights 

(2) Terrified. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Scene IL 



VENICE. 



203 



And either not attempt to choose at all. 
Or swear, before you cnoose, — if you choose wroog, 
Never to speak to lady afterward 
In way of marriage ; therefore, be advised. ^ 
Mor. Nor will not; come, bring me unto my 

chance. 
Por. First, forward to the temple ; after dinner 
ITour hazard shall be made. 
Mor. Good fortune then ! 

[Comets 
To make me ble8s*.d*st, or cunued^st among men. 
,^ [Exeunt, 

SC!£JV*£ //.—Venice. A street. Enter lAunce- 
lotGobbo. 

Laun. Certainly my conscience will senre roe to 
run from this Jew, my master : The fiend is at mine 
elbow ; and tempts me, saying to me, Gobbo, Laun- 
celoi GobbOf good Launcelot, or good Gobbo, or 
good Launcelot GobbOj use your legs., take the 
starts run away : My conscience says, — no ; take 
heedf honest Launodot; take hud, honest Gob' 
bo ; or, as aforesaid, honest Launcelot Gobbo, do 
not run ; scorn running with thy heels : Well, the 
most courageous fiend bids me pack; via! says 
the fiend ; away ! says the fiend, for the heavens ,* 
rouse up a brave tmnd, says the fiend, and run. 
Well, my. conscience, hanging about the neck of 
my heart, says ^erj wisely to me, — my honest 
friend Lavncdaty being an honest num's son,— or 
rather an honest woman*s son ; — for, indeed, my 
father did something imack, something grow to, he 
had a kind of taste ; — ^well, my conscience says, 
Launcelot, budge not ; budge says the fiend ; budge 
notf savs my conscience : Conscience, say I, you 
counsel well ; fiend, say I, you counsel well : to be 
ruled by my conscience, I should stay with the Jew 
my master, who (God bless the mark !) is a kind 

(1) Not precipitate. 
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of devil ; and, to run away from the Jew, I should 
be ruled bj the fiend, who, saving your reverence, 
is the devil himself: Certainly, the Jew is the very 
devil incarnation; and, in my ccm8ciaice,my con- 
science is but a kind of hard conscience, to offer to 
counsel me to stay with the Jew : The fiend gives 
the more friendly counsel : I will run, fiend ; my 
heels are at your commandment, I will run. 

Enter old Gobbo, wilh a basket 

Oob. Master, young man, you, I pray you; 
which is the way to master Jew's ? 

Laun. [Aside.] O heavens, this is my true b^ot- 
ten father ! who, being more than sand-blind, high- 
gravel blind, knows me not : — ^I will tiy conclu- 
sionsi with him. 

Gob, Masteryoung gentleman, I pray you, which 
18 the way to master Jew's ? 

Laun. Turn up on your right hand, at the next 
turning, but, at the next turning of all, on your left ; 
marry, at the very next turning, turn of no hand, 
but turn down indirectly to the Jew's house. 

Gob. By God's sonties, 'twill be a hard way to 
hit Can vou tell me whether one Launcelot, that 
dwells with him, dwell with him, or no ^ 

Laun, Talk you of young master Launcelot?— 
Mark me now ; [a«<fc. J now will I raise the waters 
— Talk you of youngj master Launcelot t 

Gob. No master, sir, but a poor man's son ; his 
father, though I say it, is an honest exceeding poor 
man, and, God be thanked, well to live. 

Laun, Well, let his father be what he will, we 
talk of young master Launcelot 

Gob. Your worship's friend, and Launcelot, sir. 

Laun. But I pray you ergo^ old man, ergo, I be- 
seech you ; Talk you of young master Launcelot ? 

Gob. Of Launcelot, an't please your mastership. 

Laun. Ergo, master Launcelot; talk not of 

(1) Experiments. 
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master Launcelot, father ; for the young gentleman 
(according to fates and destinies, and such odd say- 
ings ; the sisters three, and such branches of learn- 
ing,) is, indeed, deceased; or, as you would say, 
in plain terms, gone to heaven. 

Gob. Marry, God forbid ! the boy was the very 
staff of my age, my very prop. 

Lawn. Do I look like a cudgel, or a hovel-post, 
a staff, or a prop .'' — Do you know me, father .'* 

Gob. Alack the day, 1 know you not, young o:en- 
tleman : but, I pray you, tell me, is my boy (God 
rest his soul !) alive, or dead ? 

Laun. Do you not know me, fatlier } 

Gob. Alack, sir, I am sand-blind, I know you not. 

Lavn. Nay, indeed, if you had your eyes, you 
might fail of the knowing me : it is a wise father that 
knows his own child. Well, old man, I will tell 
you news of your son : Give me your blessing : truth 
will come to light ; murder cannot be hid long, a 
man^s son may ; but, in the end, l.-^ulh will out. 

Gob. Pray you, sir, stand up ; i am sui-e, you 
are not Launcelot, my boy. 

Laitn. Fi^y you, let's have no more fooling 
about it, but give me your blessing ; I am Laun- 
celot, your boy that was, your son that is, your child 
that shall be. 

Gob. I cannot think you are mv son. 

Lavn. I know not what 1 shall think of that : 
but I am Launcelot, the Jew's man ; and, I am 
sure, Margery, your wife, is my mother. 

Gob. Her name is Margery, indeed : Pll be sworn, 
if thou be Launcelot, thou art mine own flesh and 
blood. Loi d worshipped might he be ! what a beard 
hast thou got ! thou hast got more hair on thy chin, 
than Dobbin my thill-horse^ has on his tail. 

Lavn. It should seem then, that Dobbin's tail 
grows backward ; I am sure he had more ha^r on 
his tail, than 1 have on my face, when 1 last saw him. 

(1) Shaft-horse. 
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Gob. Lord, how art (hou changM! How dost 
thou and thy master agree ? I have brought him a 
present ; How 'gree you now ? 

Laan. Well, well ; but, for my own part, as I 
have set up my rest to run away, ao I will not rest 
till I have run some ground : my master*s a very 
Jew: Give him a present! give him a halter: I 
am famishM in his service ; you may tell every fin- 
ger I have with my ribs. Father, I am glad vou 
are come ; give me your present to one master Bas- 
sanio, who, indeed, gives rare new liveries : if I 
serve not him, I will run as far as God has any 
ground. — O rare fortune I here comes the man ; — 
to him, father ; for I am a Jew, if I serve the Jew 
any longer. 

Enier Bassanio, with Leonardo, and other foU 
lovoers. 

Bass. You may do so ; — but let it be so hasted, 
that supper be ready at the farthest by five of the 
clock : See these letters deliver'd ; put the liveries 
to making ; and desire Gratiano to come anon to 
my lodging. [Exit a iervant, 

Lmvui. To him, father. 

Gob. God bless your worship ! 

Bass. Gramercy ; Would'st thou aught with me? 

Gob. Here's my son, sir, a poor boy, 

Laun. Not a poor boy, sir, but the rich Jew's 
man ; that would, sir, as my father shall specify, 

Gob. He hath a great infection, sir, as one would 
say, to serve 

Laun. Indeed, the short and the long is, I servo 
the Jew, and 1 luive a desire, as my father diall 
specify, 

Gob. His master and he (saving your worship's 
reverence,) are scarce cater-cousins : 

Laun. To be brief, the very truth is, that the 
Jew having done me wrong, doth cause me, as my 
father, oeing I hope an old man, shall frulify unto 
you, 
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Qob. I have a dtah of doves, that I would be 
Btovf upon your worship ; aud my suit is, 

Laun. In very brie^ the suit is iropertiiient 
myself, as your worship shall know by this hones 
did man ; and, though I say it, though old man 
yet, poor man, my father. 

JSass. One speak for both ; — ^What would you 

fjaun. Sen'e you, sir. 

Gob. This is the very defect of the matter, sir. 

Bass. I know thee well, thou hast obtained thy 
suit: 
Shy lock, thy master, spoke with me this day, 
And hath preferr'd thee, if it be preferment, 
To leave a rich Jew's service, to become 
The follower of so poor a gentleman. 

Lauti. The old proverb is very well parted be- 
tween my master Shylock and you, sir ; you hjjve 
the grace of God, sir, and he hath enough. 

Bass. Thou speak'st it well : Go, &ther, with 
thy son : — 
Take leave of thy old master, and inquire 
My lodging out : — Give him a livery 

[To his followers. 
More guarded' than his fellows': See it done. 

Laun. Father, in: — I cannot get a service, no; — 
I have ne'er a tongue in my head. — ^Well ; [Look- 
ing on his palm.'] if any man in Italy have a fairer 
table,^ which doth offer to swear upon a book. — 
I shall have good fortune ; Go to, here's a simple 
line of life ! here's a small trifle of wives : Alas, 
fifteen wives is nothing ; eleven widows, and nine 
maids, is a simple coming-in for one man : and 
then, to 'scape drowning thrice ; and to be in peril 
of my life with the edge of a feather-bed ; — ^ncre 
are simple 'scapes ! Well, if fortune be a woman, 
she's a good wench for this gear. — Father, come ; 
I'll take my leave of the Jew in the twinkling of 
an eye. [Exeunt Laun. and old Gob. 

(1) Ornamented. 

(2) The palm of the hand extended. 
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Bass. T pray thee, good Leonardo, think on this ; 
These things being bought, and orderiy bestowM, 
Return in haste, for I do feast to-night 
My besl-esteem'd acauaintance ; hie thee, go. 

Leon. My best endeavours shall be done herein. 

Enter Gratiano. 

Gra. Where is your master ? 

Leoju Yonder, sir, he walks. 

[Exit Leonardo. 

Gra. Signior Bassanio, 

Bass. Gratiano! 

Gra. I have a suit to you. 

Bass. You have obtained it. 

Crra. You must not deny me ; 1 must go with 
you to Belmont. 
. Bass. Why, then you must ; — ^But hear thee, 
Gratiano ; 
Thou art too wild, too rude, and bold of voice ; — 
Parts, that become thee happily enough, 
And in such eyes as ours appear not faults ; 
But where thou art not known, why, there they show 
Sometliing too liberal ;' — pray thee, take pain 
To allay with some cold drops of inodesty 
Thy skipping spirit ; lest, through thy wild beha- 
viour, 
I be misconstmcd in the place I go to, 
And lose my hopes. 

Gra. Signior Bassanio, hear me : 

If I do not put on a sober habit. 
Talk with respect, and swear but now and then. 
Wear prayer-books in my pocket, look demurely ; 
Nay more, while grace is saying, hood mine eyes 
Thus with my hat, and sigh, and say, amen ; 
Use all the observance of civility. 
Like one well studied in a sad ostent^ 
To please his grandam, never trust me more. 

(1) Gross, licentious. 

(2) Show of staid and serious demeanour. 
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Bass. Well, we shall see your bearing.' 
Gra. Nay, but I bar to-night; you shall not 
gao;e me 

By what we do to-night. 
Bass. No, that were pity ; 

I would entreat you rather to put on 

Vour boldest suit of mirth, for we have friends 

That purpose merriment : But fare you well, 

I have some business. 

Gra. And I must to Lorenzo, and the rest ; 

But we will visit you at supper-time. [Exeunt. 

SCEJVE lIl-^Thesame. A room in Shylock's 
house. Enter Jessica and Launcelot 

Jes. I am sony thou wilt leave my father so ; 
Our house is hell, and thou, a merry devil, 
Didst rob it of some taste of tediousness : 
But fare thee well ; there is a ducat for thee. 
And, Launcelot, soon at supper shalt thou see 
Lorenzo, who is thy new master^s guest : 
Give him this letter ; do it secretly. 
And so farewell ; I would not have my father 
See me talk with thee. 

Laun. Adieu ! — tears exhibit my tongue.— Most 
beautiful Pagan,— most sweet Jew ! If a Christian 
do not play the knave, and get thee, I am much 
deceived: But, adieu! these foolish drops do some- 
what drown my manly spirit, adieu ! [EaciL 

Jes, Farewell, good Launcelot. — 
Alack, what heinous an is it in me, 
To be asham'd to be my father's child ! 
But though I am a daughter to his blood, 
I am not to his manners : O Lorenzo, 
If thou keep promise, I shall end this strife ; 
Become a Christian, and thy loving wife. [Exit. 

SCEJVE ir.--Tke same. A street Enter Gra- 

tiano, Lorenzo, Salarino, and Salanio. 

Lor. Nay, we will slink away in supper-time ; 

(1) Carriage, deportment 
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Disguise us at mj lodging, and return 
All in an hour. 

Gra. We have not made good preparation. 
Solar. We have not spoke us jet of torch- 
bearers. 
Salan. 'Tis vile, unless it may be quaintly or- 
dered ; 
And better, in mj mind, not undertook. 
Lor. 'Tis now but four o'clock ; we have two 
hours 
To furnish us :— 

EtUct Launcelot, with a letter. 

Friend Latincelot, what's the news ? 

Laun. An it shall please you to break up this, 
it shall seem to signify. 

Lor. I know tlie hand : in faith, 'tis a fair hand ; 
And whiter than the paper it writ on, 
Is the fair hand that writ 

Gra. Love-news, in faith. 

Laun. By vour leave, sir. 

Lor. Whitner goest thou f 

Laun. Marry, sir, to bid my old master the Jew 
to sup to-night with my new master the Christian. 

Lor. Hold here, take this : — tell gentle Jessica, 
I will not &il her ; — speak it privately ; go. — 
Gentlemen, [Exit Launcelot 

Will you prepare yon for this masque to-night ^ 
I am provided of a torch-bearer. 

Salar. Ay, marry, I'll be gone about it straight 

Sedan. And so will I. 

Lor. Meet me, and Gratiano, 

At Gratiano's lodging some hour hence. 

Salar. 'Tis good we do so. 

[Exeunt Salar. and Salan. 

Gra. Was not that letter from fair Jessica i* 

Lor. I must needs tell thee all : She hath directed. 
How I shall take her from her father's house ; 
What gold, and jewels, she is fumish'd with ; 
What page's suit she hath in readiness. 
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If e'er the Jew, her father, come to heaven, 

It will be for his gentle dau8^hter*8 sake : 

And never dare misfortune cross her foot, 

Unless she do it under this excuse, — 

That she is issue to a faithless Jew. 

Come, go with me ; peruse this as thou goest : 

Fair Jessica shall be my torch-bearer. [Exeunt. 

SCEJSTE K— The same. Before Shylock'a house. 
Enter Shylotk and Launcelot. 

Shy. Well, thou shall see, thy eyes f^all bo 
thy judge. 
The difference of old Shylock and Bassanio : — 
What, Jessica ! — thou shalt not gormandize. 
As thou hast done with me ;— What, Jessica !— 
And sleep and snore, and rend apparel out ; — 
Why, Jessica, I say ! 

Laun. Why, Jessica .' 

Shy. Who bids thee call f I do not bid thee call. 

Laun. Your worship was wont to tell me, I 
could do nothing without bidding. 

Enter Jessica. 

Jes. Call you f What is your will f 

Shy. I am bid' forth to supper, Jessica ; 
There are my keys : — ^But wherefore should I go ; 
I am not bid for love ; thev flatter me : 
But yet ril go in hate, to feed upon 
The prodigal Christian. — Jessica, my giil. 
Look to my house : — I am right loath to go; 
There is some ill a brewing towards my rest. 
For I did dream of money-bags to-night 

Laun. I beseech you, sir, go; my young master 
doth expect your reproach. 

Shy. So do I his. 

Laun. And they have conspired together, — I 
will not say, you shall see a masque ; but if you do, 
then it was not for nothing that my nose fell a bleed< 

(1) Invited. 
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in^ on Black-Monday last, at six oVlock i'the 
morning, falling out that year on Ash- Wednesday 
was four year in the afternoon. 

Hhy. What ! are there masques? Hear you me, 
Jessica : 
Lock up my doors ; and when you hear the drum, 
And the vile squeaking of the wry-neck*d fife, 
Clamber -not you up to the casements then, 
Nor thrust your head into the public street, 
To gaze on Christian fools with vam'ishM faces : 
But stop my house's ears, I mean my casements ; 
Let not the sound of shallow foppery enter 
My sober house. — By Jacob's staSf, I swear, 
I have no mind of feasting forth to-night : 
But I will go. — Go you before me, sirrah ; 
Say, I will come. 

Laun. I will go before, sir. — 

Midtress, look out at window, for all this ; 
There will come a Christian by, 
Will be worth a Jewess' eye. ' [Exit Laun. 

Shy. What says that fool of Hagar's offspring, ha,' 

Jes. His words were. Farewell, mistress ; nothing 
else. 

Shy. The patch is kind enough ; but a huge feeder. 
Snail-slow in profit, and he sleeps by day 
More than the wild cat ; drones hive not with me ; 
Therefore I part with him ; and part with him 
To one that 1 would have him help to waste 
His borrow'd purse. — Well, Jessica, go in ; 
Perhaps, I will return immediately ; 
Do, as I bid you. 

Shut doors after you : Fast bind, fast find ; 
A proverb never stale in thrifty mind. [Exit. 

Jes. Farewell : and if my fortune be not crost, 
I have a father, you a daughter, lost. \Exit. 

SCEJ\rE VI.— The same. Enter Gratiano and 
Salarino, masked. 

Gra. This is the pent-house, under which Lorenzo 
Desir'd us to make stand. 
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Saiar, His hour is almost past. 

G7'a. And it is marvel he out-dwrells his hour, 
For lovers ever run before the clock. 

Solar. O, ten times faster Venus* pigeons fly 
To seal lovers bonds new made, than ^y are wont. 
To keep obliged faith unforfeited ! 

Gra. That ever holds: Who riseth from a feast. 
With that keen appetite that he sits down f 
Where is the horse that doth untread again 
His tedious measures with the unbated Ire 
That he did pace them first? Ail things that are. 
Are with more spirit chased than enjoyed. 
How like a younker, or a prodigal. 
The scarfed* bark puts frwn her native bay, 
HuggM and embraced by the strumpet wmd ! 
How like the prodigal doth she return, 
With over-weatherM ribs, and ragged sails. 
Lean, rent, and beggar'd by the strumpet wind ! 

Enter Lorenza 

Solar. Here comes Lorenzo ; — more of this here- 
after. 
Lor. Sweet friends, your patience for my long 
abode ; 
Not I, but my affairs, have made you wait ; 
When you shall please to play the thieves for wives, 
I'll watch as long for you then. — Approach ; 
Here dwells my father Jew : — Ho ! who's within ? 

Enter Jessica abovey in hoy's clothes. 

Jes. Who are you ? Tell me, for more certainty. 
Albeit I'll swear that I do know your tongue. 

Lor. Lorenzo, and thy love. 

Jes. Lorenzo, t:cr(ain ; and my love, indeed ; 
For who love I so much ? And now who knows, 
But you, Lorenzo, whether I am yours i* 

Lor. Heaven, and thy thoughts, are witness that 
thou art 



VOL. n. 



(1) Decorated with flaga. 
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Jes. Here, catch this casket ; it is worth the pains. 
1 am glad *tis night, you do not look on me, 
For I am much ashamed of my exchange : 
But love is blind, and lovers cannot see 
The pretty follies that themselves commit ; 
For if they could, Cupid himself would blush 
To see me thus transformed to a boy. 

Lor. Descend, for you must be my torch-bearer. 

Jes. What, must I hold a candle to my shames ^ 
They in themselves, good sooth, are too, too light. 
Why, 'tis an office of discovery, love ; 
And I should be obscur*d. 

Lfyr- So are you, sweet, 

Even in the lovely garnish of a boy. 
But come at once ; 

For the close night doth play the run-away, 
And we aire staid for at Bassanio's feast 

Jes. I will make fast the doors, and gild myself 

With some more ducats, and be with you straight. 

[Exit, from above, 

Gra. Now, by my hood, a Gentile, andnoJcW. 

Lor. Beshrew me, but I love her hfeartily : 
For she is wise, if I can judge of her ; 
And fair she is, if that mine eyes be true ; 
And true she is, as she hath prov'd herself; 
And therefore, like herself, wise, fair, and triie, 
Shall she be placed in my constant soul. 

Enter Jessica, below. 

What, art thou come ? — On, gentlemen, away ; 
Our masquing mates by this time for us stay. 

[Exit with Jessica and Salarino. 

Enter Antonia 

Ant. Who's there.? 

Gra. Signior Antonio ? 

Ant. Fie, fie, Gratiano .•* where are all the rest? 
*Tis nine o'clock ; our friends all stay for you : — 
No masque to-night ; the wind is come about, 
Bassanio presently will go aboard t 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Sceru! ril. VENICE. 275 

I have sent twenty out to seek for you. 

Crra. I am glad on't ; I desire no more delight, 
Than to be under sail, and gone to-night. [Exe. 

SCEJ^TE r//.— Belmont. A room in Portia's 
house. Flourish of comets. Enter Portia, with 
the prince of Morocco, and both their trains. 

Por. Go, draw aside the curtains, and discover 
The several caskets to this noble prince .* — 
Now make your choice. 

Mor. The first, of gold, who this inscription 
bears ; — 
JVho chooseih m«, shall gain what many men desire. 
The second ; silver, which this promise carries ; — 
Who chooseth m£, shall get as much as he deserves. 
This third, dull lead, with warning all as blunt ;— 
Who chooseth me, must give and hazard all he hath. 
How shall I know if I do choose the right f 

Por. The one of them contains my picture, prince ; 
If you choose that, then I atn yours withal. 

J)£or. Some god direct my judgment ! Let me 
see, 
I will survey the inscriptions backi^'n : 
What says this leaden casket .•* 
Who chooseth me, must give afid hazard all he hath. 
Must give — For what } for lead } hazard for lead ^ 
This casket threatens : Men, that hazard all, 
Do it in hope of fair advantt^es : 
A golden mind stoops not to shows of dross ; 
IMl then nor give, nor hazard, aught for lead. 
What says the silver, with her vii^in hue .? 
JVho chooseth m^ J shall get as much as he deserves. 
As much as he deserves.'* — Pause there, Morocco, 
And weigh thy value with an even hand : 
If thou 1^'st rated by thy estimation. 
Thou dost deserve enou^ ; and yet enough 
May not extend so far as to the lady ; 
And yet to be afeard of my deserving, 
Were but a weak disabling^ of myself. 
As much as I deserve I — Why, that's the lady : 
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I do in birth deserve her, and in fortunes, 

In g^ces, and in qualities of breeding ; 

But more than these, in love I do deserve. 

What if I stray 'd no further, but chose here ? — 

Let'? see once more this saying grav*d in gold : 

Who chooseth mc, shall gain what many men desire. 

Why, that's the lady ; all the world desires her : 

From the four corners of the earth they come. 

To kiss this shrine, this mortal breathing saint 

The Hyrcanian deserts, ftnd the vasty wilds 

Of wide Arabia, are as through-fares now 

For princes to come view fair Portia : 

The watery kingdom, whose ambitious head 

Spits in the face of heavpn, is no bar 

To stop the foreign spirits ; but they come. 

As o'er a brook, to see fair Portia. 

One of these three contains her heavenly picture. 

Is't like, that lead contains her .'* 'Twere damnation, 

To think so base a thought ; it were too gross 

To rib» her cerecloth in the obscure grave. 

Or shall I think, in silver she's immur'd. 

Being ten times undervalued to try'd gold } 

O sinful thought ! Never so rich a gem 

Was set in worse than gold. They have in England 

A coin, that bears the figure of an angel 

Stamped in goid : but that's insculp'd^ up(m ; 

But here an angel in a golden bed 

Lies all within. — Deliver me the key ; 

Here do I choose, and thrive I as I may .' 

Por. There, take it, prince, and if my form lie 
there, 
Then I am yours. [He unlocks the golden casket 

Mor. O hell ! what have we here ? 

A carrion death, within whose empty eye 
There is a written scroll ? I'll reaa the writing. 

All that glisters is not gold. 
Often have yon heard that told : 

(1) Enclose. (2) Engraven. 
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Many a man his l\fe haih sold. 
But my outside to behold : 
Gilded tombs do voorms infold. 
Had you been as wise as bold, 
Younff in limbs, in judgment old. 
Your ansuxr had not bun inscroWd : 
Fare you well ,' your suit is cold. 

Cold, indeed ; and labour lost : 

Then, farewell, heat ; and, welcome, frost.- - 
Portia, adieu ! I have too griev'd a heart 
To take a tedious leave : thus losers part. [Exit 
For. A gentle riddance : ^Draw the curtains, 

go;- — 

Let all of his complexioo choose me so. [Exeunt. 

SCEJSTE r///.— Venice. A street. Enter Sa- 
larino and Salanio. 

Solar. Why man, I saw Bassanio under sail ; 
With him is Gratiano gone along; 
And in their ghip, I am sure, Lorenzo is not. 

Solan. The villain Jew with outcries raisM the 
duke; 
Who went with him to search Bassanio^s ship. 

Salar. He came too late, the ship was under sail : 
But there the duke was given to understand, 
That in a gondola were seen together 
Lorenzo and his amorous Jessica : 
Besides, Antonio certify^ the duke. 
They were not with Bassanio in his ship. 

Solan. I never heard a passion so confus'd, 
So strange, outrageous, and so variable. 
As the dog Jew did utter in the streets : 
My daughter ! — O my ducats!— O my daughter! 
FUd xviih a Christian ? — O my Christian ducats! — 
Justice! the law ! my ducats, and my daughter! 
A sealed bag, two sealed bags of ducats, 
Ofdxiuble ducats, stoVnfrom me by my daughter ! 
And jewels; tvx) stones, two rich and precious 
stones, 
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Stofn by my daughter ! — Justice ! find (he girl! 
^le htUh the stones upon A«r, and the ducats ! 

Solar. Why, all the boys ia Venice £>llow him, 
Crying, — ^his stones, his daughter, and his ducats. 

Solan, Let good Antoniolook he keep his day, 
Or he shall pay for this. 

Salar. Many, well remcmber'd : 

T reason^d^ with a Frenchman yesterday ; 
Who told me, — in the narrow seas, that part 
The French and English, there miscarried 
A vessel of our countiy, richly fraught : 
I thought upon Antonio, when he told me ; 
And wish'd in silence, that it were not his. 

Salan, You were best to tell Antonio what you 
hear; 
Yet do not suddenly, for it may grieve him. 

Salor. A kinder gentleman treads not the earth. 
I saw Bassanio and Antonio part : 
Bassanio told him, he would make some speed 
Of his return ; he answered — Do not soj 
Slubber^ not btisiness for my sake, fiaisaniOf 
But stay the very riping of the time ; 
And for the Jew's bond, which he hath qf mc, 
Let it not enter in your mind qf looe : 
Be merry i and employ your chi^est iheughis 
To courtship J and such fair ostenU^ of love 
As shall conoeniently become you ihere : 
And even there, his ey^ being big with tears. 
Turning his face, he put his hand behind him, 
And with a0ection wondrous sensible 
He wrung Bassanio's band, and so they parted. 

Sedan, I think, he only loves the world for him. 
I pray thee let us go, and find him out, 
And quicken his embraced heaviness^ 
With some delight or other. 

SaUur. Do we sa [Exeunt, 

(1) Conversed. 

(2^ To slubber is to do a thing carelessly. 

(3) Shows, tokens. 

(4) The heaviness he is fond of. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Seem IX. VENWE. S79 

SCEJ^TE iX— BelmoDt A room in Portia*t 
house. Enter Nertssa, toith a servant. 

A*er. Quick, quick, I pray thee, draw the cur- 
tain straight; 
The prince of Arragon has ta^en his oath, 
And comes to his election presently. 

Flourish of comets. Enter the prince q/' Arra- 
gon, Portia, and tiieir trains. 

Per. Behold, there stand the caskets, noble prince : 
If you choose that wherein I am contain^, 
Straight shall our nuptial rites be solemnizM ; 
But S you fail, without more speech, my lord. 
You must be gone from hence immediately. 

Ar. I am cnjoin*d by oathtoobsene three things: 
First, never to unfold to any one 
Which casket 'twas I chose ; next, if I fail 
Of the right casket, never in my life 
To woo a maid in way of marriage ; lastly, • 
If I do fail in fortune'of my choice. 
Immediately to leave you and be goqe. 

Por. To these injunctions every one doth swear, 
That comes to hazard for my worthless self. 

Ar. And so have I addressM' me : Fortune now 
To my heart's hope ! — CSold, silver, and base lead. 
Who choosethme^must give and hazard all he hath: 
You shall look fairer, ere I give, or hazard. 
What says the golden chest f ha ! let me see : — 
IViho choosethtne, shaligain what many men desire. 
What many men desire. — ^That many may be meant 
By the fool multitude, that choose by show. 
Not learning more than the ibnd eye doth teach ; 
Which pries not to the interior, but, like the martlet 
Builds in the weather on the outward wall, 
Even in the forced and road of casualty. 
I will not choose what many men desire. 
Because I will not jump^ with common spirit^ 
And rank me with the barbarous multituaes. 

(1) Prepared. (2) Power. (3) Agree with. 
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Why, then to thee, thou silver treasure-home ; 
Tell me once more what title thou dost bear: 
mio chooseth me, shaUget as much as he deserves ; 
And well said too : For who shall go about 
To cozen fortune, and be honourable 
Without the stamp of merit ! Let none presume 
To wear an undeserved dignity. 
O, that estates, degrees, and offices. 
Were not deriv'd corruptly ! and that clear honour 
Were purchased by the merit of the wearer ! 
How many then should cover, that stand bare ? 
How manv be commanded, that command ? 
How much low peasantry would then beslean*d 
From the true seed of honour? and how much hcMiour 
Pick'd from the chaff and ruin of the times, 
To be new vamish'd ? Well, but to my choice : 
Who chooseth me, shall get as much as he deserves ; 
I will assume desert ; — Give me a key for diis, 
And instantly unlock my fortunes here. 
For, Too long a pause for that which you find 

there. 
Ar. What's here? the portrait of a blinking idiot, 
Presenting me a schedule ? I will read it 
How mucn unlike art thou to Portia ? 
How much unlike my hopes, and my deservings ? 
JVho chooseth m«, sfuUl have as much as he deserves. 
Did I deserve no more than a fooVs head ? 
Is that my prize ? are my deserts no better ? 

For. To offend, and judge, are distinct offices, 
And of opposed natures. 
Ar. What is here ? 

The Jire seven times tried this ; 

Seven times tried that judgment is. 

That did never choose amtss : 

Some there be, that shadows kiss ; 

£)tedi have but a shadow's bliss : 

There be fools alive, Iwis,^ 
* SUver'd o^er f and so was this. 

(1) Know. 
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Take what wife you will to bed, 
IwiU ever be your head: 
So begone, sir, you are sped. 

Still more fool I shall appear 

By the time I linger here : 

With one foors head I came to woo, 

But I go awav with two. — 

Sweet, adieu ! Til keep mr oath. 

Patiently to bear my wroth. 

[Exeunt Arragon, and tram, 
Por. Thus hath the candle singM the moth. 
O these deliberate fools ! when they do choose, 
They have the wisdom by their wit to lose. 
JVcr. The ancient saying is no heresy ; — 
Hanging and wiving goes by destiny. 
For, Come, draw the curtain, Nerissa. 

Enter a Servant 

Serv. Where is my lady .? 

Por. 'Here ; what would my lord.' 

Serv. Madam, there is alighted at your gale 
A youn^ Venetian, one that comes before 
To signify the approaching of his lord : 
From wliom he bringeth sensible regreets ;* 
To wit, besides commends, and courteous breatii. 
Gifts of rich value ; yet I have not seen 
So likely an embassador of love : 
A day in April never came so sweet. 
To show how costly summer was at hand. 
As this fore-spurrer comes before his lord. 

Por. No more, I pray thee ; I am half afeard. 
Thou wilt say anon, he is some kin to thee. 
Thou spend^st such high-day wit in praising him. — 
CcHne, come, Nerissa ; for I long to see 
Quick Cupid's post, that comes so mannerly. 

JVcr. Bassanio, lord love, if thy will it he I 

[Exeunt 

(1) SalutatioDS. 
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A€T HI. 

SCEAjE /.—Venice. A street, Enter Salanio, 
and SalaiipQ. 

Salon. Now, what news on the Rialto? 

Solar. Why, vet it lives there uncheck'd, that 
Antonio hath a sJiip of rich lading wreck'd on the 
narrow seas ; the Goodwins, I think they call the 
place ; a veiy dangerous flat, and fatal, where the 
carcases of many a tall ship lie buried, as they say, 
if my gossip report be an honest wcmaan of her word. 

Saian. 1 would she were as lying a gossip in that, 
as ever knappM ginger, or made her neighbours be- 
lieve she wept for the death of a third husband : 
But it is true, — ^without any slips c^ prolixity, or 
crossing the plain high- way of talk, — that the good 

Antonio, the honest Antonio, O that I had a title 

good enough to keep his name company !-> 

Solar, Come, the full stop. 

Sahm. Ha,— what aay'st thou .?^Why the end 
18, he hath loet a ship. 

Solar, I would it might prove the end of his 



SaUm. Let me say amen betfanes, lest the devil, 
cross my prayer ; for hei:ehe ccnnes in the likeness 
of a Jew. 

Enter Shylpck. 

How no.w, Shylock ? what news among the mer- 
chants ? 

Shy. You knew, none so well, none so well as 
you, of my daughter's flight. 

Solar. That's certain ; I, for my part, knew the 
tailor that made the wings she flew withail. 

Saloon. And Shylock, for his own part, knew the 
bird was fledg'd ; and then it is the complexion ci 
them ail to leave the dam. 

Shy. She is damn'd for it 

Saiar, That's certain, if the devil may be her 
judge. 



=:===i 
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Shy. Mv own flesh and blood to rebel ! 

Salon. Out upon it, old carriou! rebels it at these 
years ? 

Shv. I say, my daughter is my flesh and blood. 

Solar. There is more difference between thy flesh . 
and hers, than between jet and ivory ; more be- 
tween your bloods, than there is between red wine 
and rbenish : — But tell us, do you hear whether 
Antonio have bad any loss at sea or no ? 

Shy. There I have another bad match : a bank- 
rupt, a prodigal, who dares scarce show his head on 
the Riaito ; — ^a beggar, that useid to come so smug 
upon the mart; — let him look to his bond: he 
was wont to call me usurer ; — ^let him look to his 
bond : he was wont to lend moaey for a Christian 
courtesy ; — let him look to his bond. 

Solar. Why, I am sure, if he forfeit, thou wilt 
not take his flesh ; Wh^t*s that good for ? 

Shy. To bait fish withal : if it will feed nothing 
else, it will feed my revenge. He hath disgraced 
me, and hindered me of half a miUion ; laugWd at 
my losses, mocked at my gains, scorned my nation, 
thwarted my bargains, cooled my friends, heated 
mine enemies ; and what^s his reason ? I am a Jew : 
Hath not a Jew eyesf hath not a Jew hands, organs, 
dimensions, senses, affections, passions f fed vtUh 
the same food, hurt with the same weapcms, subject 
to the same diseases, healed by the same means, 
warmed and cooled by the same winter and sum- 
mer, as a Christian is.** if you prick us, do we not 
bleed .'* if you tickle us, do we not laugh ^ if you 
poison us, do we not die f and if you wrong us, 
shall we not revenge .'* if we are like you in the 
rest, we will resemble you in that- If a Jew wrong 
a Christian, what is his humility .•* revenge ; If a 
Christian wrong a Jew, what should his sufferance 
be by Christian example? why, revenge. The 
villany, you teach me, I will execute : aQd it shall 
gol^rd, but I will better ^e instructiqn. 
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Serv. Gentlemen, my master Antonio is at his 
house, and desires to speak with vou both. 
Salar. We have been up and down to seek hinu 

Enter Tubal. 

Solan. Here comes another of the tribe ; a third 
cannot be matched, unless the devil himself turn 
Jew. [Exeunt Salan. Salar. and Servant 

Shy. How now, Tubal, what news from Genoa .' 
bast thou found my daughter ? 

Tub. I often came where I did hear of her, but 
cannot find her. 

Shy. Whj there, there, there, there ! a diamond 
gone, cost me two thousand ducats in Frankfort .' 
The curse never fell upon our nation till now ; I 
never felt it till now : — two thousand ducats in that; 
and other precious, precious jewels. — I would, my 
daughter were dead at my foot, and the jewels 
in her ear ! 'would she were hearsM at my foot, and 
the ducats in her coffin ! No news of them ? — ^Why, 
so : — and I know not what's spent in tiie search : 
Why, thou loss upon loss ! the thief gone with so 
much, and so much to find the thief; and no satis- 
faction, no revenge : nor no ill luck stirring, but 
what lights o' my shoulders ; no sighs, but o' my 
breathing ; no tears, but o' my sheading. 

Tub. Yes, other men have ill luck too ; Antonio, 
as I heard in Genoa, — 

Shy. What, what, what.' ill luck, ill luck ? 

Tub. — ^hath an argosy cast away, coming from 
Tripolis. 

Shy. I thank God, I thank God :— Is it true.' is 
it true? 

Tub. I spoke with some of the sailors that es- 
caped tlie wreck. 

Shy. I thank thee, good Tubal ; — Good news, 
good news : ha ! ha ! — Where.' in Genoa? 

TtU>. Tour daughter spent in Genoa, as I heard, 
one night, fourscore ducats. 
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Shy. Thou stick'st a dagger in me: 1 shall 

never see my gold again : Fourscore ducats at a 
sitting ! fourscore ducats ! 

Tub. There came divers of Antonio^s creditors 
in my company to Venice, that swear he cannot 
choose but break. 

Shy. I am very glad of it : I'll plague him ; I'll 
torture him ; I am glad of it. 

Tub. One of them showed me a ring, that he had 
of your daughter for a monkey. 

Shy. Out upon her ! Thou torturest me, Tubal : 
it was my turquoise ;i I had it of Leah, when I was 
a bachelor : I would not have given it for a wilder- 
ness of monkies. 

Tub. But Antonio is certainly undone. 

Shy. Nay, that's true, that's very true ; Go, Tu- 
l)al, fee me an officer, bespeak him a fortnight be- 
fore : I will have the heart of him, if he forfeit ; 
for were he out of Venice, I can make what mer- 
chandise 1 will ; Go, go, Tubal, and meet me at 
our synagogue; go, good Tubal; at our syna- 
gogue, Tubal. [Exeunt 

SCEJVE //.—Belmont. A room in Portia's 
house. Enter Bassanio, Portia, Gratiano, Ne- 
rissa, and attendants. The caskets are set out. 

Por, I pray you, tarry ; pause a day or two, 
Before you hazard ; for, in choosing wrong, 
I lose your company ; tfierefore, forbear a while • 
There's somethmg tells me (but it is not love,) 
I would not lose you ; and you know yourself, 
Hate counsels not in such a quality : 
But lest you should not understand me well 
(And vet a maiden hath no tongue but thougnt,) 
I would detain you here some month or two, 
Before you venture for me. I could teach you, 
How to choose right, but then I am forsworn ; 
So will I never be : So may you miss me ; 

(1) A precious stone. 
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But if you do, you'll make me wish a sin 

That I had been forsworn. Beshrew your eyes, 

They have o'er-look'd me, and dividea me ; 

One half of me is yours, the other half yours, 

Mine own, I would say ; but if mine, then yours, 
And so all yours : O ! these naughty times 
Put bars between the owners and their rights ; 
And so, though yours, not yours. — Prove it so, 
Let fortune go to hell for it, — not I. 
. I speak too long ; but 'tis to peize^ the time ; 
To eke it, and to draw it out in length, 
To stay you from electi(»i. 

Bass. Let me choose ; 

For, as T am, I live upon the rack. 

For. Upon the rack, Bassanio ? then confess 
What treason there is mingled with your love. 

Bass. None, but that ugly treason of mistrust, 
Which makes me fear the enjoying of my love : 
There may as well be amity and bfe 
'Tween snow and fire, as treason and my love. 

For. Ay, but, I fear, yon speak upon the rack, 
Where men enforced do speak any thing. 

Bass. Promise me life, and PU confess the truth. 

For. Well then, confess, and live. 

Bass. Confess, and love, 

Had been the very sum of my confession : 
O happy torment, when my torturer 
Doth teach me answers for deliverance ! 
But let me to my fortune and the caskets. 

For. Away men : I am lock'd in one of them ; 
If you do love me, you will 6nd me out. — 
Nerissa, and the rest, stand all aloof. — 
I^et music sound, while he doth make bis choice ; 
Then, if he lose, he makes a swan-like end, 
Fading in music : that the comparison 
May stand more proper, my eye shall be the stream, 
And wat'ry death-bed for him : He may win ; 
And what is music then f then music is 

(1) Delay. 
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Even as the flburish When true subjects bow 
To a new-crotvned monarch : such it Is, 
As are those dulcet sounds in break of day, 
That creep into the dreaming bridegroom's ear, 
And summon him to marriage. Now he goes, 
With no less presence,^ but with much more love, 
Than young Alcides, when he did redeem 
The virgin tribute paid by howling Troy 
To the sea-monster : I stand for sacrifice. 
The rest aloof are the Dardanian wives, 
With bleared visages, come forth to view, 
The issue of the exploit. Go, Hercules ! 
Live thou, I live : — ^With much much more dismay 
I view the fight, than thou that mak'st the fray. 

MusiCf whilst Basa&iixo comments on the caskets ttt 
himself. 

SONG. 

1. Tell wic, where is Jancy^ hredy 
Or in the heart, or in the head? 
How begot y how nourished? 

Reply. 2. It is engendered in the eyes, 

With gazing Jed; and fancy dies 
In the cradle where it lies : 
Let us all rvngfanafs knell ; 

m begin it, Ding, dong, bell. 

All. IHng, dong, belL 
Bass. — So may the outward shows be least them 
selves ; 
The world is still deceiv*d with ornament 
In law, what plea so tainted and corrupt. 
But, being seasoned with a gracious' voice. 
Obscures the show of evil ? In religion. 
What damned error, but some sober brow 
Will bless it, and approve it with a text. 
Hiding the grossness with fair ornament ? 



(1) Diffni^' of mien. 
(3) Winning favour. 



(2) Love. 
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There is no vice ao simple, but assumes 
Some mark of virtue on his outtvard parts. 
How many cowards, whose hearts are all as false 
As stairs of sand, wear yet upon their chins 
The beards of Hercules, ana frowning Mars ; 
Who, inward searched, have livers white as milk ? 
And these assume but valour*s excrement, 
To render them redoubted. Look on beauty. 
And you shall see *tis purchased by tlie weight 
Which therein works a miracle in nature. 
Making them lightest that wear most of it : 
So are those crisped* snaky golden locks. 
Which make sucn wanton gambols with the wind, 
Upon supposed fairness, often known 
To be the dowry of a second head. 
The scull that bred them in the sepulchre. 
Thus ornament is but the guiled2 snore 
To a most dangerous sea ; the beauteous scarf 
Veiling an Indian beauty ; in a word. 
The seeming truth which cunning times pirt on 
To entrap the wisest. Therefore, thou g-audy gold, 
Hard food for Midas, I will none of thee : 
Nor ncMie of thee, thou pale and common drudge 
*Tween man and man : but thou, thou meagre lead, 
Which rather threat*nest, than doth promise au^ht. 
Thy plainness moves me more than eloquence T 
And here choose I : Joy be the consequence ! 
Por. How all the other passions fleet to air. 
As doubtful thoughts, and rash-embracM despair. 
And shuddVing fear and green-ey'd jealousy. 

love, be moderate, allay thy ecstasy, 

la measure rain thy joy, scant this excess ; 

1 feel too much thy blessing, make it less, 
For fear I surfeit .' 

Bass. What find I here ? 

[Opening the leaden casket 
Fair Portia's counterfeit ?3 What demi-god 

(\) Curled. (2) Treacherous. 

(3) Likeness, portrait 
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Hath come so near creation ? Move these eyes ? 
Or whether, riding on the balls of mine, 
Seem the^ in motion ? Here are sever'd lips. 
Parted with sugar breath ; so sweet a bar 
Should sunder such sweet friends : Here in her 

hairs 
The painter plays the spider ; and hath woven 
A golden mesh to entrap the hearts of men, 
Faster than gnats in cobwebs : But her eyes, — 
How could be see to do them ? having made on« 
Methinks, it should have power to steal both his, 
And leave itself unfumish'd : Yet look, how far 
The substance of my praise doth wrong this shadow 
In underprizing it, so far this shadow 
Doth limp behind the substance. — Here's the scroll, 
The continent and summary of my fortune. 

You thai choose not by the view, 
Chance as fair, and choose as true.' 
Since this fortune falls to you. 
Be content and seefc no new. 
If you be wellpleas^d with this, 
And hold your fortune for your bliss, 
Turn you where your lady is. 
And claim her with a loving kiss. 

A gende scroll ; — Fair lady, by your leave ; 

[Kissing her. 
1 come by note, to give, and to receive. 
Like one of two contending in a' prize. 
That thinks he hath done well in people's eyes. 
Hearing applause, and universal shout. 
Giddy m spirit, still gazing, in a doubt 
Whether those peals of praise be his or no ; 
So, thrice-fair lady, stand I, even so ; 
As doubtful whether what I see be true, 
Until confirmed, sign'd, ratified by you. 

For. You see me, lord Bassanio, where I stand. 
Such as I am : though, for myself alone, 
I would not be ambitious in my wish, ' 
To wish myself much better ; yet, for you, 

roL. II. T 
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I would be trebled twentjr tiinea myself; 

A thousand times more fair, ten thousand times 

More rich ; 

That only to stand high on your account, 

I might in vurtues, beauties, linngs, friends, 

Exceed account : but the full sum of me 

Is sum of something ; which, to term in gross. 

Is an unlesson'd giri, unschooPd, unpractised : 

Happy in this, she is not yet so old 

But she may leam ; and happier than this. 

She is not bred so dull but she can leam ; 

Happiest of all, is, that her gentle spirit 

Commits itself to yours to be directed. 

As from her lord, her governor, her king. 

Myself, and what is mine, to you, and yours 

Is now converted ; but now I was the lord 

Of this fair mansion, master of my servants, 

Queen o^er myself; and even now, but now. 

This house, these servants, and this same myself. 

Are yours, my lord ; I give them with this ring ; 

Which when you part from, lose, or give away. 

Let it presage the ruin of your love, 

And be my vantage to exclaim on you. 

Baas. Madam, you have bereft me of all words, 
Only my blood speaks to you in my veins : 
Ana there is such confusion in my powers. 
As, after some oration fairly spoke 
By a beloved prince, there doth appear 
Among the buzzing pleased multitude ; 
Where every something, being blent* t(^ether, 
Turns to a wild of nothing, save of joy, 
Expressed, and not expressed : But when this ring 
Parts from this finger, then parts life from hence ; 
O, then be bold to say, Bassanio's dead. 

JVer. My lord and lady, it is now our time. 
That have stood by, and seen our wishes prosper. 
To cry, good joy; Good joy, my lord, and lady I 

Chra. My lord Bassanip, and my gentle lady 1 

(1) Blended. 
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I wish jou all the joy that you can wish ; 
For, I am sure, you can wish none from me 
And, when your honours mean to solemnize 
The bai^ain of your faith, I do beseech you 
Even at that time I may be married too. 

Bass. With all my heart, so thou canst get a wife. 

Chra. I thank your lordship ; you have got me one. 
My eyes, my lord, can look as swift as yours : 
You saw the mistress, I beheld the maid ; 
You lov*d, I lov'd ; for intermission^ 
No more pertains to me, my lord, than you. 
Your fortune stood upon the caskets there ; 
And so did mine too, as the matter falls : 
For wooing here, until I sweat again ; 
And swearing, till my very roof was dry 
With oaths of love ; at last, — if promise last, — 
I got a promise of this fair one here. 
To have her love, provided that your fortune 
Achiev*d her mistress. 

Por. Is this true, Nerissa ? 

JVer. Madam, it is, so you stand pleasM withal 

Bciss, And do you, Gratiano, mean good faith? 

Gra. Yes, *faith, mv lord. 

£€us. Our feast shall be much honoiir'd in youi 
marriage. 

Gra. WeMl play with them, the first boy for a 
thousand ducats. 

JSTer. What, and stake down ? — 

Gra. No; we shall ne'er win at that sport, and 
stake down. ■ 
But who comes here ? Lorenzo, and his infidel ? 
What, my old Venetian friend, Salerio ? 

Enter Lorenzo, Jessica, and Salerio. 

Bass. Lorenzo, and Salerio, welcome hither; 
If that the youth of my new interest here 
Have power to bid you welcome : — By your leave, 
I bid my very friends and countrymen, 

(1) Pause, delay. 
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Sweet Portia, welcome. 

Por, So do I, my lord ; 

They are entirely welcome. 

Lor, I thank your honour : — ^For my part, my 
lord, 
My purpose was not to have seen you here ; 
But meeting with Salerio by the way, 
He did entreat me, past all saying nay, 
To come with him along. 

Sale. ^ I did, my lord. 

And I have reason for it Signior Antonio 
Commends him to you. [Gtoes Bassanio a letter. 

Bass. Ere I ope his letter, 

I pray you, tell me how my good friend doth. 

Sale. Not sick, my lord,'unless it be in mind ; 
Nor well, unless in mind : his letter there 
Will show you his estate. 

Gra. Nerissa, cheer yon' stranger ; bid her wel- 
come. 
Your hand, Salerio ; What's the news fromVenice ? 
How doth that royal merchant, good Antonio? 
[ know, he will he glad of our succese ; 
We are the Jasons, we have won the fleece. 

Sale. 'WtMild you had won the fleece that he 
hath lost! 

Por. There are some shrewd contents in yon' 
same paper, 
Xbat steal the colour from Bassanio's cheek : 
Some dear friend dead ; else nothing in the world 
Could turn so much the constitution 
Of any constant man. What, worse and worse ? — 
With leave, Bassanio; I am half yourself. 
And I must freely have the half of any thing 
That this same paper brings you. 

Bass. O sweet Portia, 

Here are a few of the unpleasant'st words, 
That ever blotted paper ! Gentle lady. 
When I did first impart my love to you, 
I freely told you, all the wealth I had 
Ran in my veins, I was a gentleman ; 
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And then I told you true : and yet, dear lady, 
Rating myself at nothing, you shall see 
How much I was a braggart : When I told ycMi 
My state was nothing, I snould then have told yoo 
That I was worse than nothing ; for, indeed, 
I have engaged myself to a dear friend, 
EngagM my friend to his mere enemy. 
To feed my means. Here is a letter, lady ; 
The paper as the body of my friend. 
And every word in it a gaping wound. 
Issuing life-blood. — But is it true, Salerio? 
Have all his ventures fail'd ? What, not one hit f 
From Tripolis, from Mexico, and England, 
FrOTti liisDon, Barbary, and India ? 
And not one vessel 'scape the dreadful touch 
Of merchant-marring rocks? 

(So/e. Not one, my lord 

Besides, it shfmld appear, that if he had 
The present money to discharge the Jew, 
He would not take it : Never did I know 
A creature, that did bear the shape of man, 
So keen and greedy to confound a man : 
He plies the duke at morning, and at night : 
And doth impeach the freedom of the stale. 
If they deny him justice : twenty merchants, 
The duke himself, and the magnificoesj 
Of greatest port, have all persuaded with him ; 
But none can drive him from the envious plea 
Of forfeiture, of justice, and his bond. 

Jes. When I was with him, I have heard him 
swear, 
To Tubal, and to Chus, his countrymen. 
That he would rather have Antonio^s flesh, 
Than twenty times the value of the sum 
That he did owe him : and I know, my lord. 
If law, authority, and power deny not. 
It will go hard with poor Antonio. 

For. Is it your dear friend, that is thus in trouble.' 

(1) The chief men. 
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Bass. The dearest friend to me, the kindest man, 
The best condition.^ and unweaned spirit 
In doing courtesies ; and one in whom 
The ancient Roman honour more appears, 
Than any that draws breath in Italy. 

Por, What sum owes he the Jew ? 

Sass. For me, three thousand ducats. 

Por, What, no more? 

Pay him six thousand, and deface the bond ; 
Double six thousand, and then treble that. 
Before a friend of this descriptioa 
Shall lose a hair through Bassanio's fault 
First, go with me to church, and call me wife . 
And then away to Venice to your friend ; 
For never shall you lie by Portia's side 
With an unquiet soul. You shall have gold 
To pay the petty debt twenty times over ; 
When it is paid, bring your true friend along : 
My maid Nerissa, and myself, mean time. 
Will live as maids and widows. Come, away ; 
For you shall hence upon your wedding-day : 
Bid your friends welcome, show a merry cheer :* 
Since you are dear bought, I will love you dear. — 
But let me hear the letter of your fri^ad. 

Bass. [Reads.] Sweet Bassaniot my ships have 
all miscarried, my creditors grow cruel, my estate 
is very low, my bond to the Jew is forfed ; and 
since, in paying it, it is impossible /should live, 
all debts are cleared between you and I, if I might 
but see you at my death: notwithstanding, use 
your pleasure : if your love do not persuade you 
to come, let not my letter. 

Por. O love, despatch all business, and be gone. 

Bass. Since I have your good leave to go away, 
I will make haste : But, till I come again. 
No bed shall e^er be guilty of my stay, 
No rest be interpoeer 'twixt us twain. 

[Exeuni, 

(1) Face. 
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SCEJ^E IIL—Yenlce, A street EnierShjVxk^ 
Salanioi Antonioi (tnd Gaoler. 

Shy. Gaoler, look to him; — Tell not me of 

mercv ; 

This is the fool that lent out roonejr gratis ;— 
Gaoler, look to him. 

AnL Hear me yet^ good Shjlock. 

Shy. 1*11 have my bond ; speak not against my 
bond; 
T hare sworn an oath, that I will have my bond : 
Thou cairdst me dog, before thou had^st a cause : 
But, since I am a dc^, beware my fangs : 
The duke shall grant me justice. — I do wonder, 
Thou naughty gaoler, that thou art so food^ 
To come abroad with him at his request 

Ant. I pray thee, bear me speak. 

Shy. rii have my bond ; I will not hear thee 
speak; 
V\\ have my bond ; and therefore speak no more. 
ril not be made a soft and duU-eyM fool. 
To shake the head, relent, and sigh, and yield 
To Christian intercessors. Follow not ; 
IMl have no speaking ; I will have my bond. 

[Exit Shylock 

Solan. It is the most impenetrable cur, 
That ever kept with men. 

Ant. Let him alone, 

I'll follow him no more with bootless prayers. 
He seeks my life ; his reason well I know ; 
I oft deliverM from his forfeitures 
Many that have at times made moan to me ; 
Therefore he hates me. 

Saktn. I am sure, the duke 

Will never grant this forfeiture to hold. 

Ant. The duke cannot deny the course of law. 
For the c(xnmodity that strangers have 
With us in Venice, if it be d^ied, 

(1) Foolish. 
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Will much impeach the justice of the state ; 
Since that the trade and profit of the citj 
Consisteth of all nations. Therefore, g;o : 
These griefs and losses have so 'bated me, 
That I shall hardly spare a pound of flesh 
To-morrow to mj bloody creditor.—— 
Well, gaoler, on : — Pray God, Bassanio come 
To see me pay this debt, and then I care not ! 

« [Exeunt. 

SCEJ^E /F:— Belmont. A room in* FortiS's 
house. Enter Porda, Nerissa, Lorenzo, Jessica^ 
and Balthazar. 

Lor. Madatn, although I speak it in your pre* 
sence. 
You have a noble and a true conceit 
Of god-like amitv ; which appears most strongly 
In Staring thus the absence ot your lord. 
But, if you knew to whom you show this honour 
How true a gentleman you send relief. 
How dear a lover oi my lord ycmr husband, 
I know, you would be prouder of the work. 
Than customary bounty can enforce you. 

Por. I never did repent for doing good. 
Nor shall not now : for in companions 
That do converse and waste the time together. 
Whose souls do bear an equal yoke of love, 
I'here must be needs a like proportion 
Of lineaments, of manners, and of spirit ; 
Which makes me think, that this Antonio, 
Being the bosom lover of my lord. 
Must needs be like my lord : If it be so, 
How little is the cost I have bestowed, 
In purchasing the semblance of my soul 
From out the state of hellish cruel^ ? 
This comes too near the praising of myself; 
Therefore no more of it : hear other things.— 
Lorenzo, I commit into your hands 
The husbandry and manage of my house. 
Until my lord's return : for mine own part. 
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I have toward heaven breath'd a secret vow, 

To live in prayer and contemplation, 

Only attended by Nerissa here, 

Until her husband and my lord's return : 

There is a monastery two miles off, 

And there we will abide. I do desire you, 

Not to deny this imposition ; 

The which my love, and some necessity. 

Now lays upon you. 

Lor. Madam, with all my heart ; 

I shall obey you in all fair commands. 

Por. My people do already know my mind. 
And will acknowledge you and Jessica 
In place of lord Bassunio and myself. 
So fare you well, till we shall meet again. 

LK)r. Fair thoughts, and happy hours, attend ou 
you. 

Jes. I wish your ladyship all heart's content 

Por. I thank you for your wish, and am weh 
pleasM 
To wish it back on you : fare you well, Jessica.— 
[Exeunt Jessica oTuf Lorenzo 
Now, Balthazar, 

As I have ever found thee honest, true. 
So let me find thee still : Take this same letter. 
And use thou all the endeavour of a man,. 
In speed to Padua ; see thou render this 
Into my cousin's hand, doctor Bellario ; 
And, look, what notes and garments he doth pwt 

thee. 
Bring them, I pray thee, with imagin'd speed 
Unto the tranect, to tl)e common ferry 
Which trades to Venice : — ^waste no time in words, 
But get thee gone ; I shall be there before thee. 

Balih. Madam, I go with all convenient speed. 

[Exit. 

Por. Come on, Nerissa ; I have work in hand, 
That you yet know not of: we'll see our husbands, 
Bef«)re they think of us. 

JVcr. Shall they see us.^ . 
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Por. They shall, Nerissa ; but ia such a habit, 
That they shall think we are accomplished 
With what we lack. Pll hold thee any wager, 
When we are both accoutred like young men, 
ril prove the prettier felkiw of the two, 
And wear my dagger with the braver grace ; 
And speak, between the change of man and boy. 
With a reed voice ; and turn two mincing steps 
Into a manly stride ; and speak of frays. 
Like a fine bragging youth: and tell quaint lies, 
How honourab^ ladies sought my love, 
Which I denying, they fell sick and died ; 
I could not do withal ; — then 1*11 repeat 
And wish, for all that, that I bad not kiird (hem : 
And twenty of these puny lies I'll tell. 
That men shall swear I have discontinued school 
Above a twelvemonth : — 1 have within my mind 
A thousand raw tricks c^ these bragging Jacks, 
Which I will practise. 

JV*er. Why, shall we turn to men ? 

Por. Fie ! what a questicm's that. 
If thou wert near a lewd interpreter ? 
But come, I'll tell thee all my whole device 
When I am in my coach, which stays for us 
At the park gate ; and therefore haste away, 
For we must measure twenty miles to-day. [Exe, 

SCEJVE V.—The same. A Garden. Enter 
Launcelot and Jessica. 

Lavn. Yes, truly: — for, look you, the sins of 
the father are to be laid upon the children : there- 
fore, I promise you, I fear you. I was always plain 
with you, and so now I speak my agitation of the 
matter : Therefore, be of good cheer ; for, truly, 
I think, you arc daran'd. There is but one hope in 
it that can do you any good ; and that is but a kind 
of bastard hope neither. 

Jes. And what hope is that, I pray thee ? 

Laun. Marry, you may partly hope that youj 
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lather got yoa not, that you are not the Jew'j 



Jes. That were a kind of bastard hope, indeed ; 
80 the sins of my mother should be visited upon me. 

Zmuh. Truly then I fear you are damn'd both 
by father and mother : thus when I shun Scylla, 
your father, I fail into Charybdis, your mother 
well, you are gone both ways. 

Jes. I shall be saved by my husband ; he hath 
made me a Christian. 

Laun. Truly, the more to blame he : we were 
Christians enough before ; e'en as many as could 
well live, one by another : This making of Christians 
will raise the price of hogs ; if we grow all to be 
pork-eaters, we shall not shortly have a rasher on 
the coals for money. 

Enter Lorenzo. 

Jes. V\\ tell my husband, Launcelot, what you 
say ; here he comes. 

Lor. I shall grow jealous of you shortly, Launce- 
lot, if you thus get my wife into comers. 

Jes. Nay, you need not fear us, Lorenzo; 
Launcelot and I are out : he tells me flatly, there 
is no mercy for me in heaven, because I am a Jew*s 
daughter : and he says, you are no good member 
of the commonwealth ; for, in converting Jews to 
Christians, you raise the price of pork. 

JLor. I shall answer that better to the common- 
wealth, than you can the getting up of the negro's 
belly : the Moor is with child by you, Launcelot. 

Laun. It is much, that the Moor should be more 
than reason: but if she be less than an honest 
woman, she is, indeed, more than I took her for. 

Lor. How every fool can play upon the word ! 
I think, the best grace of wit will shortly turn into 
silence ; and discourse grow conunendable in none 
only but parrots. — Go in, sirrah ; bid them prepare 
for dinner. 

Laun, That is dcMfie, sir ; they have all stomachs. 
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Lor. Goodly lord, what a wit-snapper are yoa ! 
then bid them prepare dinner. 

Laun. That is done too, sir ; only, cover is the 
word. 

Lor. Will you cover then, sir ^ 

Lavn. Not so,^ir, neither ; I know my duty. 

Lor. Yet more"quarrelling with occasion ! Wilt 
thou show the whole wealth of thy wit in an in- 
stant ? I pray thee, understand a plain man in his 
plain meaning : go to thy fellows ; bid them cover, 
the table, serve in the meat, and we will covae in 
to dinner. 

Laun. For the table, sir, it shall be served in; 
for the meat, sir, it shall be covered ; for your* 
coming in to dinner, sir, why, let it be as humours 
and conceits shall govern. [Exit Launcelot 

Lor, O dear discretion, how his wcM*ds are 
suited ! 
The fool hath planted in his memory 
An army of good words ; And I do know 
A many fools, that stand in better place, 
Gamish'd like him, that for a tricksy word 
Defv the matter. How cheer'st thou Jessica? 
An^ now, good sweet, say thy opinion. 
How dost thou like the lord Bassanio^s wife .' 

Jes. Past all expressing : It is very meet. 
The lord Bassanio live an upright life ; 
For, having such a blessing m his lady, 
He finds the joys of heaven here on earth ; 
And, if on earth he do not mean it, it 
Is reason he should never come to heaven. 
Why, if two gods should play some heavenly match, 
And on the wager lay two earthly women, 
And Portia one, thei-e must be something else 
Pawn'd with the other ; for the poor rude world 
Hath not her fellow. 

Lor. Even such a husband 

Hast thou of me, as she is for a wife. 

Jes. Nay, but ask my opinion too of that 

Lor. I will anon ; first, let us go to dinner. 
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Jes, Nay, let me praise you, while I have a 
stomach. 

Lor. No, pray thee, let it serve for table-talk, 
Then, howsoever thou speak'st, ^rnong other things 
1 shall digest it 

Jes. Well, PU set you forth. [Exe, 



ACT IV. 

SCEJ>rE /.—Venice. ^ court of Justice. Enter 
the Duke, the Magnijicoes; Antonio, Bassanio, 
Gratiano, Salarino, Salanio, and others. 

Duke. What, is Antonio here ? 
m Ant, Ready, so please your grace. 

Duke, I am sorry for thee ; thou art come to an- 
swer 
A stony adversary, an inhuman wretch 
Uncapable of pity, void and empty 
From any dram w mercy. 
t. Ant. I have heard, 

jl Your grace hath ta'en great pains to qualify 
1% His rigorous course ; but since he stands obdurate, 
I And that no lawful means can carry me 
( Out of his envy's* reach, I do oppose 
1 My patience to his fury ; and am arm'd 
f To suffer, with a quieteess of spirit, 
i The very tyranny and rage of bis. 
\ Duke, Go one, and call the Jew into the court. 
Solan. He's ready at the door : he comes, my lord. 

Enter Shylock. 

Duke. Make room, and let him stand before our 
face. — 
Shylock, the world thinks, and I think so too. 
That thou but lead'st this fashion of thy malice 
To the last hour of act ; and then, 'tis thought 

(1) Hatred, malice. 
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Thou'lt show thy mercy, and remorse,! more strange 
Than is thy strange apparent^ cruelty ; 
And where^ thou now exact^st the penalty 
(Which is a pound of this poor merchant's flesh,) 
Thou wilt not only lose the forfeiture, 
But touchM with human gentleness and love, 
Forgive a moiety of the principal ; 
Glancing an eye of pity on his losses. 
That have of late so huddled on his back ; 
Enough to press a royal merchant down, 
And pluck commiseration of his state 
From brassy bosoms, and rough hearts of flint. 
From stubborn Turks, and Tartars, nev«r trained 
To offices of tender courtesy. 
We all expect a gentle answer, Jew. 
Shy. I have possessed your grace of what I pur- 
pose; 
And by our holy sabbath have I sworn, 
To have the due and forfeit of mv bond : 
If yoa deny it, let the danger light 
Upon your charter, and your city's freedom. 
YouMf ask me, why I rather choose to have 
A weight of carrion flesh*, than to receive 
Three thousand ducats : Pll not answer tliat : 
But, say, it is my humour ;^ Is it answer'd ? 
What if my house be troubled with a rat, ,^ , 
And I be pleasM to give ten thousand ducats 
To have it baned.^ What, are you answered yet.^ - 
Some men there are, love not a gaping^ pig ; 
Some, that are mad, if they behold a cat ; 
And others, when the bag-pipe sings i' the nose, 
Cannot contain their urine ; For affection,^ 
Mistress of passion, sways it to the mood 
Of what it likes, or loaths : Now, for your answer : 
As there is no firm reason to be rendered, 
Why he cannot abide a gaping pig ; 
Why he, a harmless necessary cat ; 

(1) Pity. (2) Seeming. (3) Whereas. 

<4) Particular fancy. (5) Crying. (6) Prejudice. 
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Why be, a swollen bag-pipe ; but ot force 

Must yiell to such inevitable shame, 

As to offend, himself being offended ; 

So can I give no reason, nor 1 will not, 

More than a lodg'd hate, and a certain loathing 

I bear Antonio, mat I follow thus 

A losing suit against hinrL Are you answerM? 

Bass. This is no answer, thou unfeeling man. 
To excuse the current of thy cruelty. 

Shy. I am not bound to please thee with my 
answer. 

Bass. Do all men kill the things they do not 
love f 

Shy. Hates any man the thing he would not kill ? 

Bass. Every ofience is not a hate at first. 

Shy. What, would^st thou have a serpent sting 
thee twice f 

AnU I pray you, think you questloai with the 
Jew: 
You may as well go stand upon the beach. 
And bid the main flood bate his usual height ; 
You may as well use question with the wolf, 
Why he hath made the ewe bleat for the lamb ; 
You may as well forbid the mountain pines 
To wag their high tops, and to make no noise. 
When they are fretted with the gusts of heaven ; 
You may as well do any thing most hard. 
As seek to soften that (^ihan wnich what^s harder?) 
His Jewish heart : — Therefore, I do beseech you. 
Make no more offers, use no further means, , 

But, with all brief and plain conveniency. 
Let me have judgment, and the Jew his will. 

Bass. For thy three thousand ducats here is six. 

Shy. If every ducat in six thousand ducats 
Were in six parts, and every part a ducat, 
I would not draw them, I would have my bond. 

Duke. How shalt thou hope for mercy, rendering 
none } 

(1) Converse. 
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Shy. What judgment shall I dread, doing no 
wrong ? 
You have among you many a purchas'd slave. 
Which, like your asses, and your dogs, and mules, 
You use in abject and in slavish parts, 
Because you bought them : — Shall I say to you, 
Let them be free, marry them to your heirs ? 
Why sweat they under burdens ? let their beds 
Be made as soft as yours, and let their palates 
Be seasoned with such viands ? You will answer, 
The slaves are ours : — So do I answer you : 
The pound of flesh, which I demand d him. 
Is dearly bought, is mine, and I will have it : 
If you deny me, fie upon your law .' 
There is no force in the decrees of Venice : 
I stand for judgment : answer ; shall I have it ? 

Duke, l/pon my power, I may dismiss this court, 
Unless Bellario, a learned doctoo'. 
Whom I have sent for to determine this, 
Come here to-day. 

ScUar. My lord, here stays without 

A messenger with letters fit»n the doctor, 
New come from Padua. 

Duke. Bring us the letters; Call the messenger. 

Bass. Good cheer, Antonio! What, man? 
courage yet I 
The Jew shall have my flesh, blood, bones, and all, 
Ere thou shalt loose Tor me one drop of blood. 

^nt. I am a tainted wether of the flock, 
^Meetest for death ; the weakest kind of fru t 
Drops earliest to the ground, and so let me : 
You cannot better be employ'd, Bassanio, 
Than to live still, and wnte mine epitaph. 

Enter Nerissa, dressed like a lawyer's clerk. 

Dvke. Came you from Padua, from Bellario ? 

JVer. From both, my lord : Bellario greets your 
grace. [Presents a letter, 

Bass. Why dost thou whet thy knife so ear- 
nestly .? 
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!Shy. To cut the forfeiture from that bankrupt 
there. 

Gra, Not on thy sole, but on thy soul, harsh Jew, 
Thou mak^st thy knife keen : but no metal can. 
No, not the hangman^s axe, bear half the keenness 
Of thy sharp cnvy.l Can no prayers pierce thee ? 

Shy. No, none that thou hast wit enough tc inake. 

Gra. O, be thou damnM, inexorable dog . 
And for thy life let justice be accusM. 
Thou alnK>st mak*st me waver in my faith, 
To hold opinion with Pythagoras, 
That souls of animals infuse themselves 
Into the trunks of men : thy currish spirit 
GovemM a wolf, who, hang'd for human slaughter, 
Even from the gallows did his fell soul fleet, 
And, whilst thou lay'st in thy unhallowM dam, 
InfusM itself in thee ; tor thy desires 
Are wolfish, bloody, starv'd, and ravenous. 

Shy. Till thou canst rail the seal from off my 
bond, 
Thou but offend^st thy lungs to speak so loud : 
Repair thy wit, good youth, or it will fall 
To cureless ruin. — I stand here for law. 

Duke. This letter from Bellario doth c(»nmend 
A young and learned doctor to our court : — 
Where is he ? 

J^er. He attendeth here hard by. 

To know your answer, whether youMl admit him. 

Duke. With all my heart : — some three or four 
of you, 
Go give him courteous conduct to this place. — 
Mean time, the court shall hear Bellano's letter. 

[Clerk reads.] Your grace shall understand^ 
thai, at the receipt of your letter, I am very sick : 
but in the instant that your messenger came, in 
loving visitation was with me a young doctor of 
Rome, his name is Balthazar : J acquainted him 
with the cause in controversy between the Jew ana 

(1) Malice. " 
VOL. II. U 
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Antonio the merchant : we turned o*er many books 
together : he is fumisWd with my opinion; whichf 
better'd with his own learning {the greatness 
whereof I cannot enough command,) comes vnth 
hiniy at my importunity ^ to JiU up your grace's 
request in my stead. I beseech you, let his lack 
oj years be no impediment to let him lack a rever- 
end estirruition; for I never knew so young a body 
with so old a head. I leave him to your gracious 
acceptance, whose trial shall better publish his 
commendation. 
Duke. You hear the leaniM Bellario, what he 
writes : 
And here, 1 take it, is the doctor come. — 

Enter Portia, dressed like a doctor of laws. 
Give me your hand : Came jou from old Bellario? 

For. I did, my lord. 

Duke. You are welcome : take your place. 
Are you acquainted with the difference 
That holds this present question in the court ? 

Por. I am informed throughly of the cause. 
Which is the merchant here, and which the Jew ? 

Diike. Antonio and old Shy lock, both stand forth. 

Por. Is your name Shylock ? 

Shy. Shylock is my name. 

Por. Of a strange nature is the suit you follow ; 
Yet m such rule, that the Venetian law 
Cannot impugn* you, as you do proceed. — 
You stand within his danger,^ do you not .' 

[To Antonio. 
/ Ant. Ay, so he says. 

Por. Do you confess the bond .' 

I Ant. I do. 

Por. Then must the Jew be merciful. 

Shy. On what compulsion must I ? tell me that 

Por. The quality of mercy is not strain'd ; 
It droppeth, as the gentle rain from heaven 



(1) Oppose. 



(2) Reach or control. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Scene I. 



VENICE, 



307 



Upon the place beneath : it is twice bless'd ; 
It blessetli him that gives, and liim that takes : 
'Tis mightiest in the mightiest ; it becomc« 
The throned monarch better than his crown : 
His sceptre shows the force of temporal power, 
The attribute to awe and majesty, 
Wherein doth sit the dread and fear of itings ; 
But mercy is above this scepter'd sway, 
It is enthroned in the hearts of kings, 
It is an attribute to God himself; 
And earthly power doth then show likest God% 
When mercy seasons justice. Therefore, Jew, 
Thoug^ justice be thy plea, consider this, — 
That, in the course of justice, none of us 
Should see salvation : we do pray for mercy ; 
And that same prayer doth teach us ail to render 
The deeds of mercy. I have spoke thus much. 
To mitigate the justice of thy plea ; 
Which if thou follow, this strict court of Venice 
Must needs give sentence 'g-ainst the merchant 
there. 

Shy. My deed's upon mv head ! I crave the law, 
The penalty and forfeit o^ my bond. 

For. Is he not able to discharge the monev ? 

Bass. Yes, here I tender it forhim in the court ; 
Yea, twice the sum : if that will not suffice, 
I will be bound to pay it ten times o*er. 
On forfeit of my hands, my head, my heart : 
If this will not suffice, it must appear 
That malice bears down truth. And I beseech you. 
Wrest once the law to your authority : 
To do a great right, do a little wrong; 
And curb this cruel devil of his will. 

Por. It must not be; there is no power in Venice 
Can alter a decree established ; 
*TwiU be recorded for a precedent ; 
And many an error, by the same example, 
Will rush into the state : it cannot be. 

Shy. A Daniel come to juc^^ment! yea, a Dao 
iel ! — 
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O wise roun<j judge, how do I honour thee .' 

Por. 1 pray you, let me look upon the bond. 

Shy. Here His, most reverend doctor, here it is. 

Par. Shylock, there's thrice thy money offered 
thee. 

Shy. An oath, an oath, I have an oath in heaven : 
Shall I lay perjury upon my soul ? 
No, not for Venice. 

Por. Why, this bond is forfeit ;• 

And lawfully by this the Jew may claim 
A pound of flesh, to be by him cut (^ 
Nearest the merchant's heart :— ^Be merciful ; 
Take thrice thy money; bid me tear the bond. 

Shy. When it is paid according to the tenor. — 
It doth appear, you are a worthy judge ; 
You know the law, your exposition 
Hath been most sound : I charge you by the law, 
Whereof you are a well-deservinff pillar. 
Proceed to judgment : by my som I swear, 
There is no' power in the tongue of man 
To alter me : I stay here on my bond. 

Ant. Most heartily I do beseech the court 
To give the judgment 

Por. Why then, thus it is. 

You must prepare your bosom for his knife : 

Shy. O noble judge ! O excellent young man ! 

Por. For the intent and purpose of the law 
Hath full relation to the penalty, 
Which here appeareth due upon the bond. ^ 

Shy. 'Tis very true : O wise and upright judge ! 
How much more elder art thou than thy looks ! 

Por. Therefore, lay bare your bosom. 

Shy. Ay, his breast : 

So says the bond ; — Doth it not, noble judge } — 
Nearest his heart, those are the very words. 

Par. It is so. Are there balance here, to weigh 
The flesh ? 

Shy. I have them ready. 

Por. Have by some surgeon, Shylock, on youi 
charge, 
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To stop his wounds, lest he do bleed to death. 

Shy. Is it so nominated in the bond ? 

Por. It is not so expressed ; But what of that ? 
'Twere ^ood you do so much for charity. 

Shy. I cannot find it ; *tis not in the bond. 

For. Come, merchant, have you any thing to say f 

AnU But little; I am ann*d, and well prepared.— 
Give me your hand, Bassanio ; fare you well ! 
Grieve not that I am fallen tojthis for you ; 
For herein fortune shows herself more kind 
Than is her custom : it is still her use. 
To let the wretched man out-live his wealth. 
To view with hollow eye, and wrinkled brow, 
An age of poverty ; from which lingering penance 
Of such a misery doth she cut me ^. 
Commetid me to your honourable wife : 
Tell her the process of Antonio^s end. 
Say, how I lov'd you, speak me fair in death ; 
And, when the tale is told, bid her be judge, 
Whether Bassanio had not once a love. 
Repent not you that you shall lose your friend, 
And he repents not mat he pays your debt ; 
For if the Jew do cut but deep enough, 
ni pay it instantly with all my heart. 

Bass. Antonio, I am married to a wife, 
Which is as dear to me as life itself; 
But life itself, my wife, and all the world, 
Are not with me esteemed above thy life : 
I would lose all, ay, sacrifice them all 
Here to this devil, to deliver you. 

Por. Your wife would give you little thanks for 
that. 
If she were by, to hear you make the offer. 

Gra. I have a wife, whom I protest I love ; 
T would she were in heaven, so she could 
Entreat some power to change (his currish Jew. 

JWr. *Tis well you offer it behind her back ; 
The wish would make else an uncjuiet house. 

Shy. These be the Christian husbands : I have 
a daughter ; 
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'Would any of the stock of Barabbas 

Had been her husband, rather than a Christian ! 

[Aside. 
We trifle time : I pray thee pursue sentence. 

For, A pound of that same merchant's flesh is 
thine; 
The court awards it, and the law dodi give it 

Shy. Most rightful judge ! 

Por. And you must cut this flesh fnnn off his 
breast; 
The law allows it, and the court awards it. 

Shy. Most learned judge ! — ^A sentence; come, 
prepare. 

Por. Tarry a little ; — there is something else. — 
This bond doth give thee here no iot of blood ; 
The words expressly are, a pound of flesh : 
Take then thy bond, take thou thy pound of flesh ; 
But, in the cutting it, if thou dost shed 
One drop of Christian blood, thy lands and goods 
Are, by the laws of Venice, confiscate 
Unto the state of Venice. 

Gra. O upright judge ! — ^Mark, Jew ; — O learn- 
ed judge .' 

Shy. Is that the latv } 

Por. ^ Thyself shalt see the act : 

For', as thou urgest justice, be assured. 
Thou shalt have iustice, more than thou desir'st. 

Gra. O learned judge .' — Mark, Jew ; — a learned 
judge ! 

Shy. I take (his ofl*er then ; — pay the bcmd thrice, 
And let the Christian go. 

Bass. Here is the money. 

Por. SDft; 
The Jew shall have all justice ; — soft I — ^no haste; — 
He shall have nothing but the penalty. 

Gro. O Jew ! an upright judge, a learned judge ! 

Por. Therefore, prepare thee to cut off the flesh. 
Shed thou no blood ; nor cut thou less, nor more, 
But just a pound of flesh : if thou tak'st more. 
Or less, limn a just pound, — ^be it but so much 
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As makes it light. Or heavy, in the substance. 

Or the division of the twentieth part 

Of one poor scruple ; nay, if the scale do turn 

But in the estimatimi of a hair, — 

Thou diest, and all thy ^oods are confiscate. 

Gra. A second Daniel, a Daniel, Jew I 
Now, infidel, I have thee on the hip. 

For. Why doth the Jew pause ? take th> for- 
feiture. 

Shy. Give me my principal, and let me go. 

Bass. I have it ready for thee ; here it is. 

For. He hath refusM it in the open court ; 
He shall have merely justice, and bis bond. 

Crra. A Daniel, still say I ; a second Daniel ! — 
I thank thee, Jew, for teaching me that word. 

Shy. Shall I not have barely my principal ? 

For. Thou shalt have nothing but the forfeiture. 
To be so taken at thy peril, Jew. 

Shy. Why then the devil give him good of it ! 
VW stay no longer question. 

For. Tarry, Jew ; 

The law hath yet another hold on you. 
It is enacted in the laws of Venice, — 
If it be prov*d against an alien, 
That by direct, or indirect attempts. 
He seek the life of any citizen. 
The party, 'gainst the which he doth contrive, 
Shall seize one half his goods ; the other half 
Comes to the privy coffer of the state ; 
And the offender's life lies in the mercy 
Of the duk6 only, 'gainst all other vcMce. 
In which predicament, I say thou stand'st : 
For it appears by manifest proceeding, 
That, indirectly, and directly too, 
Thou hast contrived against the very life 
Of (he defendant ;« and thou hast incurr'd 
The danger formerly by me rehears'd. 
Down, therefore, and beg mercy of the duke. 

Gra. 6^, that thou may'st have leave to hang 
thyself: 
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And yet, thy wealth being forfeit to the state. 
Thou hast not left the valve of a cord ; 
Therefore^thou must be hangM at the state*s chaise. 

Duke. That thou shalt see the difl'erence of our 
spirit, 
I pardon thee thy life before thou ask it : 
For half thy wealth, it is Antonio's; 
The other half comes to the general state. 
Which humbleness may drive unto a fine. 

For. Ay, for the state ; not for Antonio. 

Shy, Nay, take my life and all, pardon not that: 
Vou take my house, when you do take the prop 
That doth sustain my house ; you take my life, 
When you do take the means whereby I live. 

For. What mercy can you render him, Antoaio f 

Gra. A halter gratis; nothing else, for God's sake. 

ArU. So please my lord the duke, and all the 
court. 
To quit the fine for one half of his goods; 
I am content, so he will let me have 
The other half in use, — to render it. 
Upon his death, unto the gentleman 
That lately stole his daughter : 
Two things provided more, — That, for this favour, 
He presently become a Christian ; 
The other, that he do record a gift, 
Here in the court, of all he dies pos^essM, 
Unto his son Lorenzo, and his daughter. 

Duke. He shall do this ; or else I do recant 
The pardon, that I late pronounced here. 

For. Art tU"»u contented, Jew, what dost thou 
say ? 

Shy. I am content 

For. Clerk, dmw a deed of gift. 

Shy. I pray you, give me leave to go fi-om hence ; 
I am not well ; send the deed afler me. 
And I will sign it 

Duke. Get thee gone, but do it 

Gra. In christening thou shalt have two god- 
fatliers ; 
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Had I been judge, thou should'st have had ten 

more, 
To bring thee to the gallows, not the font 

[Exit Shvlock. 

Duke. Sir, I entreat you home with me to ctinner. 

For. I humbly do desire your grace of pardon ; 
I mu9t away this night towsuti Paciua, 
And it is meet, I presently set fortli. 

Duke, I am sony, that your leisure serves you 
not 
Antcmio, gratify this gentleman ; 
For, in my mind, you are much boimd to him. 

{Exeunt Duke, magnificoee^ and train, 

Bass. Most worthy gentleman, I and my friend, 
Have by your wisdom been this day acquitted 
Of grievous penalties ; in Ueu whereof, 
Three thousand ducats, due unto the Jew, 
We freely cope your courteous pains withal. 

AnL And stand indebted, over and above, 
In love and service to you evermore. 

For. He is well paid, that is well satisfied ; 
And I, delivering you, am satisfied. 
And therein do account myself well paid ; 
My mind was never yet more mercenary. 
I pray you, know me, when we meet again ; 
I wish you well, and so I take my leave. 

Bass. Dear sir, of force I must attempt you fur- 
ther; 
Take some remembrance of us, as a tribute. 
Not as a fee : grant me two things, I pray you, 
Not to deny me, and to pardon me. 

Por, You press me far, and therefore I will yield. 
Give me your gloves, I'll wear them for your sake ; 
And, for your love, I'll take this ring from you : — 
Do not draw back your hand ; I'll take no more ; 
And you in love shall not deny me this. 

Bass. This ring, good sir, — alas, it is a trifle ; 
I will not shame myself to give you this. 

Por. I will have nothing else but only this; 
And now, methinks, I have a mind to it. 
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Bats. There's more depends on this, than on 
the value. 
The dearest ring in Venice will I give you, 
And find it out by proclamation ; 
Only for this, I pray you, pardon roe. 

Por. I see, sir, you are liberal in offers ; 
You taught me first to beg; and now, methlnks, 
Vou teach me how a beggar should be answer'd. 

jBom. Good sir,this ring was given roe by my wife ; 
And, when she put it on, she mac^e me vow. 
That I should neither sell, nor give, nor lose it 

For. That 'scuse serves many men to save their 
gifts. 
An if your wife be not a mad wcMnan, 
And know bow well I have deservM Uiis ring. 
She would not hold out enemy for ever, 
For giving it to me. Well, peace be with vou ! 
[Exeunt Portia and Nerissa. 

AnL My lord Bassanio, let him have the ring ; 
Jjet his deservings, and my love withal. 
Be valued *gainst your wife's commandment. 

Baas, Go, Gratano, run and overtake him. 
Give him the ring ; and bring him, if thou canst. 
Unto Antonio's house : — away, make haste. 

[Exit Gratiano 
Come, you and I will thidier presently ; 
And in the morning early vnli we both 
Fly toward Belmont: Come, Antonio. [Exeunt. 

SCEJ\rE IL-~The same. A street. Enter Fortlsi 
omi Nerissa. 

Por, Inquire the Jew's house out, give him this 
deed. 
And let him sign it ; we'll away to-night. 
And be a day before our husbands hcHne : 
This deed will be well welcome to Lorenza 

Enter Gratiano. 
Cra, Fair sir, you are weH overtaken : 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Seme I. 



VENICE. 



315 



My lord BassaniOyUpoo more advice,^ 

Hath sent you here this ring ; and doth entreat 

If oar company at dinner. 

For. That cannot be : 

This ring I do accept most thankfully, 
And 80,1 pray you, tell him : Furthermore, 
I pray you, show my youth old Sbylock's house. 

Gro. That will I do. 

J^er, Sir, I would speak with you :— 

ril see if I can get my husband's ring, [2'o Portia. 
Which I did make him swear to keep for ever. 

For, Thou may'st, I warrant : We shall have 
old swearing. 
That they did give the rings away to men ; 
But we'll outface them, andoutswear them too. 
Away, make haste ; thou know*st where I will tarry 

JVer. Come, good sir, will you show me to this 
house ? [Exeunt. 



ACT V. 

SCEJ^E /.—Belmont Avenue to Portia's house. 
Enter Lorenzo and Jessica. 

Lor, The moon shines bright : — ^In such a night 
as this. 
When the sweet wind did gently kiss the trees. 
And they did make no noise ; in such a night, 
Troilus, methinks, mounted the Trojan Trails, 
And sigh'd his soul toward the Grecian tents. 
Where Cressid lay that night 

Jes, In such a night. 

Did Thisbe fearfully o'ertrip the dew ; 
And saw the lion's shadow ere himself, 
And ran dismay'd away. 

Lor. In such a night, 

Stood Dido with a willow in her hand 



(1) Reflection. 
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Upon the wild sea-banks, and waT*d her \(rm 
To come s^in to Carthage. 

Jes, In sach a night, 

Medea eatherM the enchanted herbs 
That did renew old iEson. 

Lor, In such a night, 

Did Jessica steal from the wealthy Jew : 
And with an unthrift love did run fixan Venice, 
As far as Belrooot 

Jes. And in such a night, 

Did voung Lorenzo swear he Iov*d her well ; 
Stealing her soul with manj tows of faith, 
And ne'er a true one. 

Lor, And in such a night. 

Did pretty Jessica, like a little shrew, 
Slander her love, and he forgave it her. 

Jes, I Would out-night you, did nobody come : 
But, hark, I hear the looting of a roan. 

Enier Stephano. 

Lor. Who comes so faaX in silence of the night ? 

Steph, A friend. 

Lor, A friend ? what friend ? your name, I pray 
you, friend ? 

Steph, Steph&no is my name; and I bring word. 
My mistress will before the break of day 
Be here at Belmont : ohe doth stray about 
By holy crosses, where she kneels and prays 
For happy wedlock hours. 

Lor, « Who comes with her ? 

Steph. None, but a holy hermit, and her maid. 
1 pray you, is my master yet retumM f 

Lor, He is not, nor we have not heard from 
him.— 
But go we in, I pray thee, Jessica, 
And ceremoniously let us prepare 
Some welcome for the mistress of the house. 

Enter Launcelot. 

Lavn, Sola, sola, wo ha, ho, sola, sola ! 
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Lor. WbocalU? 

Laun, Sola ! did jou see master Lorenzo, and 
mistress Lorenzo ! sola, sola .' 

JLor, Leave hollaing, man ; here. 

Lai^n, Sola! where? where? 

Lor, Here. 

Laun. Tell him, there's a post come from my 
master, with his horn full of good news ; my master 
will be here ere morning. [Exit. 

Lor, Sweet soul, let*s in, and there expect their 
coming. 
And 3ret no matter;— Why should we go in? 
My friend Stephano, signify, I pray you, 
Within the house, your mistress is at hand ; 
And bring your music forth into the air.—* 

[Exit Stephano. 
How sweet the moonlight sleeps upon this bank ! 
Here will we sit, and ^t the sounds of music 
Creep in our ears ; soft stillness, and the night, 
Become the touches of sweet harmony. 
Sit, Jessica : Look, how the floor of heaven 
Is thick inlaid with patinesl of bright gold; 
There's not the smallest orb, which thou behold'st. 
But in his motion like an angel sings, 
Still quiring to the young-ey*d cherubins : 
Such harmony is in immortal souls ; 
But, whilst this muddy vesture of decay 
Doih grossly close it in, we cannot hear it. — 

Enter musicians. 
Come, ho, and wake Diana with a hymn ; 
With sweetest touches pierce your mistress' ear. 
And draw her home with music. 
Jes, I am never merry, when I hear sweet music. 

[Mtisic. 
Lor. The reason is, your spirits are attentive : 
For do but note a wild and wanton herd, 

(1) A small flat dish, used in the administration 
of the Eucharist 
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Or race of youthful and unhandled colts, 

Fetching- mad bounds, bellowing, and neighing loud. 

Which is the hot condition of their bIo(Kl ; 

If they but hear perchance a trumpet sound, 

Or any air of music touch their ears, 

ITou shall perceive them make a mutual stand. 

Their savage eyes tum'd to a modest gaie, 

By the sweet power of music : Therefore, the poet 

Did feign that Orpheus drew trees, stcnes, and 

floods; 
Since nought so stockish, hard, and full of rage. 
But music for the time doth change his nature : 
The man that hath no music in himself. 
Nor is not mov*d with concord of sweet sounds, 
is fit for treasons, stratagems, and spoils ; 
The motions of his spirit are dull as night, 
And his affections dark as Erebus: 
Let no such man be trusted. — ^Mark the music. 

£71^ Portia and Nerissa, at a disiixnce. 

Par. That light we see, is burning in my hall. 
How far that little candle throws his beams ! 
So shines a good deed in a naughty work). 

JSTer, When the moon shone, we did not see the 
candle. 

Por. So doth the greater glory dim the less : 
A substitute shines brightly as a king. 
Until a king be by ; and then his state 
Empties itself, as doth an inland brook 
Into the main sf waters. Music ! hark ! 

JVer. It is jvjur music, madam, of the bouse. 

Por. Nothing is good, I see, without respect ; 
Methinks, it sounds much sweeter than by day. 

JVW*. Silence bestows that virtue on it, madam 

Por, The crow doth sing as sweetly as the lark, 
When neither is attended ; and, I think, 
The nightingale, if she should sing by day, 
.When every goose is cackling, would be thought 
No better a musician than the wren. 
How many things by season seasoned are 
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To their right praise, and trac perfection !— 
Peace, hoa ! the moon sleep with Endymion, 
And would not be awak*d 1 [Music ceases. 

Lor. That is the voice, 

Or I am much deceiv'd, of Portia. 

For. He knows me, as the blind man knows the 
cuckoo, 
6j the bad voice. 

Lor, Dear lady, welccxne home. 

For. We have been praying for our husbands' 
welfare. 
Which speed, we hope, the better for our words. 
Are they retum'd ? 

Lor, Madam, they are not yet ; 

But there is come a messenger before. 
To signify their coming. 

For. Go in, Nerissa, 

Give order to my servants, that thev take 
No note at all of our being absent hence ;— 
Nor you, Lorenzo ; — Jessica, nor vou. 

[A tucket^ sounds. 

Lor, Tour husband is at hand,! hear his trumpet : 
We are no tell-tales, madam ; fear you not 

For, This night, methinks, is but the day-light 
sick, 
It looks a little paler; 'tis a day. 
Such as the day is when the sun is hid. 

Enier Bassanio, Antonio, Gratiano, and VuirfoU 
lowers. 

Baes, We should hold day with the Antipodes, 
If you would walk in absence of the sun. 

For. Let me give light, but let me not be light , 
For a light wife doth make a heavy husband. 
And never be Bassanio so for me ; 
But God sort all ! — You are welcome home, my lord. 

Sass, 1 thank you, madam : give welc(xne to my 
friend. — 

(1) A flourish on a trumpet 
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This is the roan, this is Antonio, 
To whom I am so infinitely boond. 

For. You should in all sense be much bound to 
him, 
For, as I hear, he was much bound for jou. 

Ani. No more than I am well acquitted of. 

Por. Sir, you are very welcome to our house : 
It must appear in other ways than words, 
Therefore, 1 scant this breathing courtesy, t 

rCratiano and Nerissa aeem to talk apart. 

Crra, By yonder moon, I swear, you do mo 
wrong; 
In faith, I gave it to the judge's clerk : 
Would he were gelt that had it, for my part. 
Since you do take it, icve, so much at ^eart 

Por. A quarrel, bo, siready ? what's &e matter ? 

Gra. About a fao(^ at' gold, a paltry ring 
That she did give me ; whose posy was 
For all the world, like cuder's poetry 
Upon a knife. Love me, and leave me not. 

J^Ter. What talk you of the posy, or the value ? 
You swore to me, when I did give it you, 
That vou would wear it till your hour of death ; 
And that it should lie with you in your grave : 
Though not for me, yet for your vehement oathe. 
You should have been respective,^ and have kept it 
Gave it a judge's clerk ! — but well I know. 
The clerk will ne'er wear hair^ on his face, that 
had it. 

Chra. He will, an if he live to be a man. 

J^er. Ay, if a woman live to be a man. 

(xra. Now, by this hand, I gave it to a youth, — 
A kind of boy ; a little scrubbed boy, 
No higher than thyself, the judge's clerk; 
A prating boy, that begg'd it as a fee ; 
I could not for my heart deny it him. 

Por, You were to blame, I must be plain with 
you, 

(1) Verbal, complimentary form. (2) Regardful. 
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To part 80 slightly with your wife's first gift ; 
A thing stuck on with oaths upon your finger, 
And riveted so with faith unto your flesh. 
I gave ray love a ring, and made him swear 
Never to part with it ; and here he stands ; 
I dare be sworn for him, he would not leave it. 
Nor pluck it from his finger, for the wealth 
That the world masters. Now, in faith, Gratiano, 
You give your wife too unkind a cause of grief; 
An 'twere to me, I should be mad at it 

Bass. Why, I were best to cut my left hand off, 
And swear, 1 lost the ring defending it [Aside. 

Gra. My lord Bassanio gave his ring away 
Unto the judge that be^'d it, and, indeed, 
DeservM it too ; and then the boy, his clerk, 
That took some pains in writing, he begg'd mine : 
And neither man, nor master, would talce aught 
But the two rings. 

Por. What ring gave yon, my lord ? 

Not that, I hope, which you received of me. 

JStiss. If I could add a lie unto a fault, 
I would deny it ; but you see m^ finger 
Hath not the ring upon it, it is gone. 

Por. Even so void is your false' heart of truth. 
By heaven, I will ne'er come in your bed 
Until I see the ring. 

JYer. Nor I in yours. 

Till I again see mine. 

Biiss. Sweet Portia, 

If you did know io whom I gave the ring. 
If you did know for whom I gave the ring, 
And would conceive for what I gave the ring. 
And how unwillingly I left the ring. 
When nought would be accepted but the ring. 
You would abate the strength of your displeasure 

Por. If you had known the virtue of the ring. 
Or half her worthiness that gave the ring. 
Or your own honour to contain the ring. 
You would not then have parted with the ring. 
What man is there to much unreasonable, 
VOL. n. X 
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If ^OQ had pleasM to have defended it, 
With any terms of zeal, wanted the modesty 
To ui^e the thing held as a ceremony i 
Nerissa teaches me what to believe ; 
I'll die for't, but some woman had the ring. 

Bass. No, by mine honour, madam, by my soul, 
No w(»nan had it, but a civil doctor. 
Which did refuse three thousand ducats of me, 
And b^g'd the ring ; the which I did deny him, 
And sufler'd him to go displeased away ; 
Even he that had held up the very life 
Of my dear friend. What should I say, sweet lady ? 
I was enforc'd to send it after him ; 
I was beset with shame and courtesy ; 
My honour would not let ingratitude 
So much besmear it : Pardon me, good lady ; 
For, by these blessed candles ot the night, 
Uad you been there, I think, you would have begg'd 
The ring of me to give the worthy doctor. 

Pw. Let not tlwit doctor e*er come near my 
house : 
Since he hath got the jewel that I lov'd. 
And that which you did swear to keep for me, 
I will become as liberal as you : 
ril not deny him any thing I have. 
No, not my body, nor my husband's bed : 
Know him I shall, I am well sure of it : 
Lie not a night from home ; watch me like Argus: 
If you do not, if I be left alone. 
Now, by mine honour, which is ^ct my own, 
I'll have that doctor for my bedtellow. 

JV«r. And I his clerk; therefore be well advis'd. 
How you do leave me to mine own protection. 

Gra. Well, do you so : let not me take him then ; 
For, if I do, I'll mar the young clerk's pen. 

Ant I am the unhappy subject of these quarrels. 

Por. Sir, grieve not you; You are welcome 
notwithstanding. 

Bass. Portia, forgive me this enforced wrong ; 
And, in the hearing of these many friends, 
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I swear to thee, even by thine own fair ejes, 
Wherein I pee myself, 

Por, Mark you but that ! 

In both my eyes he doubly sees himself: 
In each eye one : — swear by your double self, 
And there's an oath of credit 

Bass. Nay, but hear mc : 

Pardon this fault, and by my soul I swear, 
I never more will break an oath with thee. 

Ant. I once did lend my body for his wealth ; 
Which, but for him that had your husband's ring, 

[To Pbrtia. 
Had quite miscarried : I dare be bound again, 
My soul upon the forfeit, that your lord 
Will never more break faith aHvisedly. 

Por. Then vou shall be his surety : Give him this ; 
And bid him keep it better than the other. 

Ani. Here, lorn Bassanio ; swear to keep this 
ring. 

Bass. By heaven, it is the same I gave the doctor ! 

Por. I had it of him : pardon me, Bassanio ; 
For by this ring the doctor lay with me. 

JSTer. And pardon me, ray gentle Gratiano ; 
For that same scrubbed boy, the doctor's clerk, 
In lieu of this, last ni^ht did lie with me. 

Gra. Why, this is like the mending of highways 
In summer, where the ways are fair enough : 
Wliat ! are we cuckolds, ere we have deserv'd it f 

Por. Speak not so grossly. — You are all amaz'd : 
Here is a letter, read it at your leisure ; 
It comes from Padua, from Bellario : 
There you shall find, that Portia was the doctor ; 
Nerissa there, her clerk : Lorenzo here 
Shall witness, I set forth as soon as you. 
And but even now retum'd ; I have not yet 
Enter'd my house. — Antonio, you are welcome ; 
And I have better news in store for you. 
Than you expect : unseal this letter soon ; 

(1) Advantage. 
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There you shall find, three of your argosies 
Are richly come to harbour suddenly : 
You shall not know by what strange accident 
I chanced on this letter. 

ArU, I am dumb. 

Bass. Were you the doctor, and I knew yoa 
not? 

Gra. Were you the clerk, that is to make me 
cuckold ? 

^er. Ay ; but the clerk that never means to do it, 
Unless he live until he be a man. 

Bass. Sweet doctor, you shall be my bedfellow ; 
When I am absent, then lie widi my wife. 

Ant. Sweet lady, you have given me life, and 
living ; 
For here I read for certain, that my ships 
Are safely come to road. 

Por, How now, Lorenio ? 

My clerk hath some good comforts too for you. 

JV*er. Ay, and Pll give them him without a 
fee. — 
There do I give to you, and Jessiea, 
From the rich Jew, a special deed of eift, 
After his death, of all he dies possess^ of. 

Lor. Fair ladies, you drop manna in the way 
Of starved people. 

Por. It is almost morning, 

And yet, I am sure, you are not satisfied 
Of these events at full : Let us go in ; 
And charge us there upon intergatories, 
And we will answer all things faithfully. 

Gra. Let it be so : The first intei^tory. 
That ray Nerissa shall be sworn on, is. 
Whether till the next night she had rather stay ; 
Or go to bed now, being two hours to day : 
But were the day come, I should wish it dark. 
That I were couching with the doctor's clerk. 
Well, while I live, I'll fear no other thing 
So sore, as keeping safe Nerissa's ring. 

[Exettnt. 
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Of the Merchant of Venice the style is even and 
easy, with few peculiarities of dicticxi, or anomalies 
of construction. The comic part raises laughter, 
and the serious fixes expectation. The probability 
of either one or the other story cannot be main- 
tained. The union of two actions in one event is 
in this drama eminently happy. Dryden was 
much pleased with his own address in connecting 
the two plots of his Spanish Friar, which yet, I 
believe, the critic will find excelled by this play. 

JOHNSON. 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED. 

Duke, Hving in txiU, 

Frederick, broiher to the Duke, and usurper qf 

' his dominions. 
Amiens, > lords attending upon the Duke in his 
Jaques, ^ banishment. 

Le Beau, a courtier attending upon Frederick. 
Charles, his wrestler. 
Oliver, i 

Jaques, > sons qf sir Rowland de Bois. 
Orlando, } 

Adam, > ^ 

Dennis, $ '^rvanis to Oliver. 

Touchstone, a clown. 

Sir Oliver Mar-text, a vicar. 

Sjlvills, \ ^^ds. 

William, a country feUow^ in love with Audrey. 

A person representing Hymen. 

Rosalind, daughter to the banished Duke. 
Celia. daughter to Frederick. 
Phebe, a shepherdess, 
Audrey, a country wench. 

Lords belonging to the tv3oDukes; pages, foresters, 
and other attendants. 

The Scene lies, Jirst, near Oliver's house ; afler- 
wards, partly in the usurper'' s court, and part' 
ly in the forest qfArden. 
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ACT I. 

SCEJSTE I. — An orchard^ near Oliver's house. 
Enter Orlando and Adam. 

Orlando. 

^S I remember, Adam, it was upon (his fashion 
bequeathed me: Bj will, but a poor thousand 
crowns ; and, as thou say'st, chained my brother, 
on his blessing, to breed me well : and there oe- 
g^ns my sadness. My brother Jaques he keeps at 
school, and report speaks goldenly of his profit : 
for my part, he keeps mc rustically at home, or, to 
speak more properly, stays me here at home un- 
kept : For call you that keeping for a gentleman 
of my birth, that differs not trom the stalling of an 
ox .'' His horses are bred better; for, besides that 
the^ are fair with their feeding, they are taught 
their manage, and to that end riders dearly hired : 
but I, his brother, gain nothing under him but 
growth ; for the which his animals on his dung- 
hills are as much bound to him as I. Besides thib 
nothing that he so plentifully gives me, the some- 
thing that nature gave ine, his countenance seems 
to take from me : he lets me feed with his hinds, 
bars me the place of a brother, and, as much as 
in him lies, mines my gentility with my education. 
This is it, Adam, that grieves mc ; and the spirit 
of my father, which I think is within mc, begins 
to mutiny against this servitude : I will no longer 
endure it, though yet I know no wise remedy how 
to avoid it. 
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Enter Oliver. 

Adam. Yonder comes my master, your brother. 

Orl. Go apart, Adam, and thou s^alt hear how 
he will shake me up. 

(Hi. Now, sir! what make you here?* 

Orl. Nothing; : I am not taught to make any thing. 

on. What mar you then, sir? 

Orl. Marry, sir, I am helping you to mar that 
•vhich God made, a poor unworthy brother of 
fours, with idleness. 

OH. Marry, sir, be better employ'd, and be 
naught a while. 

Orl. Shall I keep your hogs, and eat husks with 
them ? What prodigal portion have I spent, that I 
should come to such penury? 

Oli. Know you where you are, sir ? 

Orl. O, sir, very well : here in jour orchard. 

Ou. Know you before wh(»n, sir ? 

Orl. Ay, better than he I am before knows me. 
I know you are m v eldest brother, and, in the gen- 
tle condition of blood, you should so know me : 
The courtesy of nations allows you my better, in 
that you are the first-born ; but the same tradition 
takes not away my blood, were there twenty bro- 
thers betwixt us : I have as much of my father in 
me, as you ; albeit, I confess, your coming before 
me is nearer to his reverence. 

Oli. What, boy! 

Orl. Come, come, elder brother, you are too 
youn^ in this. 

Oh. Wilt thou lay hands on me, villain ? 

Orl. I am no villain :2 I am the youngest son of 
Sir Rowland de Bois ; he was my father ; and be 
is thrice a villain, that says, such a father b^ot 
villains : Wert thou not my brother, I would not 

(1) What do you here ? 

(2) Villain is used in a double sense ; by Oliver 
for a worthless fellow, and by Orlando for a man 
of base extraction. 
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take this hand from thy throat, till this other had 
pulled out thy too^e for saying so ; thou hast rail- 
ed on thyself 

Adam, Sweet masters, be patient ; for your fa- 
ther's remembrance, be at accord. 

OH, Let me go, I say. 

Orl. I will not, till I please : you shall hear mc. 
My father charged you in his will to give me good 
education : you have trained me like a peasant, ob- 
scuring and hiding from me all gentleman-like 
qualities : the spirit of my father grows strone in 
me, and I will no longer endure it : therefore allow 
me such exercises as may become a gentleman, or 
give me the poor allottery mv father left me by tes- 
tament ; with that I will go buy my fortunes. 

OU. And what wilt thou dor beg, when that is 
spent ? Well, sir, get you in : I will not long be 
troubled with you : you shall have some part of 
your will : I pray you, leave me. 

Orl. 1 will no further <^end you than bec(»ne3 
me for my good. 

OU. Get you with him, you old dog. 

Adam. Is old dog my reward ? Most true, I 
have lost my teeth in your service. — God be with 
my old master, he would not have spoke such a 
word. [Exeunt Orlando anc? Adam. 

OU. Is it even so ^ begin you to grow upon me f 
I will physic your rankness, and yet give no thou- 
sand crowns neither. — Holla, Dennis ! 
Enter Dennis. 

i>en. Calls your worship ? 

OU. Was not Charles, the Duke's wrestler, here 
to speak with me f 

Den. So please you, he is here at the door, and 
importunes access to vou. 

OU. Call him in. [Eont Dennis.]— 'Twill be a 
good way ; and to-morrow the wrestling is. 

Enter Charles. 
Cha. Good morrow to your worship. 
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Oli. Good monsieur Charles ! what^s the new 
news at the new court? 

Cha. There's no news at the court, sir, but the 
old news : that is, the old duke is banished by his 

{rounger brother the new duke*; and three or four 
pving lords have put themselves into voluntary 
exile with him, whose lands and revenues enrich 
. the new duke ; therefore he gives them good leavel 
to wander. 

Oli. Can you tell, if Rosalind, the duke's daughter, 
be banished with her father ? 

Cha. O, no ; for the duke's daughter, her cousin, 
so loves her, — ^being ever from their cradles bred 
together, — that she would have followed her exile, 
or have died to stay behind her. She is at the 
court, and no less beloved of her uncle than his 
own daughter; and never two ladies loved as 
they do. 

dli. Where will the old duke live? 

ChiL They say, he is already in the forest of 
Arden,and a many merry men with him; and 
there they live like the old Robin Hood of England : 
they say, many young gentlemen flock to him every 
day ; and fleet the time carelessly, as they did in 
the golden world. 

Oli. What, you wrestle to-morrow before the 
new duke ? 

Cha. Marry, do I, sir ; and I came to acquaint 
you with a matter. I am given, sir, secretly to 
understand, that your younger brother, Orlando, 
hath a disposition to come in diseuis'd against me 
to try a tall : To-morrow, sir, I wrestle for my 
credit: and he that escapes mc without some broken 
limb shall acquit him well. Your brother is but 
young, and tender ; and, for your love, I would be 
loath to foil him, as I must, for my own honour, if 
he cwne in : therefore, out of my love to you, I 
came hither to acquaint you withal ; that either you 

(1) A ready assent. 
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roi^t stay him fr(»n his intendment, or brook 
such disgrace well as he shall run into ; in that it 
is a thing of his own search, and altogether against 
my will. 

OH. Charles, I thank thee for thy love to me, 
which thou shalt find I will most kindly requite. I 
had myself notice of my brother's purpose herein, 
and have by underhand means labourea to dissuade 
him from it; but he is resolute. V\\ tell thee, 
Charles, — it is the stubbomiest young fellow of 
France ; full of ambition, an envious emulator of 
every man's good parts, a secret and villanous 
contriver against me his natural brother; there- 
fore use thy discretion ; I had as lief thou didst 
break his neck as his finger : And thou wert best 
look to't ; for if thou dost him any slight disgrace, 
or if he do not mightily grace himself on thee, he 
will practise against thee by poison, entrap thee bv 
some treacherous device, ana never leave thee till 
he hath ta'en thy life by some indirect means or 
other : for, I assure thee, and almost with tears I 
speak it, there is not one so young and so villanous 
this day living. I speak but brotherly of him; 
but should I anatomize him to thee as he is, I 
must blush and weep, and thou must look pale 
and wonder. 

Cha. I am heartily glad I came hither to you : 
If he come to-morrow, IMl give him his payment : 
If ever he go alone again. Til never wrestle for 
prize more : And so, God keep your worship ! 

[Exit. 

on. Farewell, ffood Charles. — ^Now will I stir 
this gamester :^ I nope, I shall see an end of him ; 
for my soul, yet I know not why, hates nothing 
more than he. Yet he's gentle ; never school'd, 
and yet learned ; full of noble device ; of all sorts^ 
encbiantingly beloved; and, mdeed, so much in 
the heart of the world, and especially of my own 

(1) Frolicksomc fellow. (2) Of all ranks. 
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people, who best know^ him, that I am altogether 
misprized : but it shall not be so long- ; this wrestler 
shall clear all : nothing remains, but that I kindle 
the boy thither, which now 1*11 go about. [Exit 

SCEJ^E IL—A lawn before the Duke's palace. 
Enter Rosalind and Celia. 

Cel I pray thee, Rosalind, sweet my coz, be 
merry. 

Ros. Dear Celia, I show more mirth than I am 
mistress of; and would you yet I were merrier? 
Unless you could teach me to forget a banished 
father, you must not learn me how to remember any 
extraordinary pleasure. 

Cel. Herein, I see, thou lovest me not with the 
full weight that I love thee : if my uncle, thy ban- 
ished father, had banished thy uncle, the duke my 
father, so thou hadst been still with me, I could 
have taught my love to take thy father for mine ; 
so would'st thou, if the truth of thy love to me 
were so righteously tempered as mine is to thee. 

Ros. Well, I will forget the condition of my es- 
tate, to rejoice in yours. 

del. You know, my father hath no child but I, 
nor none is like to have ; and, truly, when he dies, 
thou shalt be his heir: for what he hath taken 
away from thy father perforce, I will render thee 
again in affection ; bv mine honour, I will ; and 
when I break that oath, let me turn monster : there- 
fore, my sweet Rose, my dear Rose, be merry. 

Ros. From henceforth I will, coz, and devise 
sports : let me see ; What think you of falling in 
love f 

Cel. Marry, I pr'jthee, do, to make sport withal : 
but love no man in good earnest ; nor no further in 
sport neither, than with safety of a pure blush thou 
may'st in honour come oft* again. 

Kos. What shall be our sport then ? 

Cel. Let us sit and mock the good housewife, 
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Fortune, from her wheel, that her gifts may hence- 
forth be bestowed equally. 

Ros. I would, we could do so ; for her benefits 
are mightily misplaced : and the bountiful blind 
woman doth most mistake in her gifts to women. 

Cel. *Tis true : for those, that she makes fair, she 
scarce makes honest ; and those, that she makes 
honest, she makes very ill-favour'dly. 

Ros. Nay, now thou goest from fortune's oflBce 
to nature'» : fortune reigns in gifts of the world, 
not in the lineaments of nature. 

Enter Touchstone. 

Cel. No ? When nature hath made a fair crea- 
ture, may she not by fortune fall into the fire .'* — 
Though nature hath given us wit to flout at fortune, 
hath not fortune sent in this fool to cut off the ar> 
gument? 

Ros. Indeed, there is fortune too hard for na- 
ture ; when fortune makes nature's natural the cut- 
ter off of nature's wit. 

Cd. Peradventure, this is not fortune's work 
neither, but nature's ; who perceiving our natural 
wits too dull to reason of such goddesses, hath sent 
this natural for our whetstone : for always the dull- 
ness of the fool is the whetstone of his wits. — How 
now, wit ? whither wander you .? 

Touch. Mistress, you must come away to your 
father. 

Cel. Were you made the messenger ? 

Touch. No, by mine honour ; but I was bid to 
come for you. 

Ros. Where learned you that oath, fool ? 

2'ouch. Of a certain knight, that swore by his 
honour they were good pancakes, and swore by his 
honour the mustard was naught : now, I'll stand to 
it, the pancakes were naught, and the mustard was 
good ; and yet was not the knight forsworn. 

Cel. How prove you that, in the great heap a 
your knowledge ? 
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Ros. Ay, marry ; now unmuzzle your wi9dom. 

Touch. Stand you both forth now : stroke youi 
chins, and swear by your beards that I am a knave. 

Cel. By our beards, if we had them, thou art 

Tondi. By my knavery, if I had it, then I were : 
but if you swear by that that is not, you are not 
forsworn : no more was this knight, swearing by his 
honour, for he never had any ; or if he had, he had 
sworn it away, before ever he saw those pancakes 
or that mustard. 

Cel. Pr'y thee, who is't that thou meanest ? 

Touch. One that old Frederick, your father, loves. 

Cel. My father's love is enough to honour him. — 
Enough! speak no more of him : you'll be whipped 
for taxation,* one of these days. 

Touch. The more pity, that fools may not speak 
wisely, what wise men do foolishly. 

Cel By my troth, thou say'sttrue : for since the 
little wit, that fools have, was silenced, tlie little 
foolery, that wise men have, makes a great show. 
Here comes Monsieur Le Beau. 

Enter Le Beau. 

Ros. With his nK)uth full of news. 

Cel. Which he will put on us, as pigeons feed 
their young. 

Ros. Then shall we be news-cramm'd. 

CeL All the better ; we shall be the more mar- 
ketable. Bon jour, Monsieur Le Beau : What's 
the news ? 

Le Beau. Fair princess, you have lost much 
good sport. 

Cel. Of what colour ? 

Le Beau. What colour, madam ? How shall I 
answer you ? 

Ros, As wit and fortune will. 

Touch. Or as the destinies decree. 

Cd. Well said ; that was laid on with a trowel 

(1) Satire. 
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Touch. Nay, if I keep not my rank, 

Ros. Thou losest thy old smell. 

Le Beau. You amaze^ me, ladies : I would have 
told you of good wrestling, which you have lost the 
tight of. 

Ros. Yet tell us the manner of the wresding. 

Le Beau. I will tell you the beginning, and, if it 

E lease your ladyships, you may see the end ; for the 
est is yet to do ; and here, where you are, they 
are coming to perform it 

Cel. Well, — the b^inning, that is dead and 
buried. 

LeBeau. There comes an old man, and his 
three sons,— 

Cel. I could match this b^inning with an old tale. 

Le Beau. Throe proper young men, of excel- 
lent growth and presence ; 

Ros. With bills on their necks, — Be it known 
unto aU in^ % these presents. 

Le Beau, Tne eldest of the three wrestled with 
Charles, the duke's wrestler; which Charles in a 
moment threw him, and broke three of his ribs, 
that there is little hope of life in him : so he served 
the second, and «o the third : Yonder they lie ; the 
poor old man, their father, making such pitiful 
dole over them, that all the beholders take his part 
with weeping. 

Ros. Alas! 

Touch. But what is the sport, monsieur, thai 
the ladies have lost f 

Le Beau. Why, this that I speak of. 

Touch. Thus men may grow wiser every day ! 
it is the first time that ever I heard, breaking of 
ribs was sport for ladies. 

OR. Or I, I promise thee. 

Ros. But is there any else longs to see this broken 
music in his sides ? is there yet another dotes upon 
rib-breaking? — Shall we see this wrestling, cousin ? 

(1) PerplcY, c<mfuse. 

VOL. II. Y 
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Lt Beau. Too must, if you staj here ; for here 
18 the place appointed for the wrestling, and they 
arc ready to perform it. 

CeL Yonder, sure, they are coming : Let us now 
stay and see it 

Flourish, Enter Duke Frederick, Lords, Orlan- 
do, Charles, anH attendants. 

Duke F. Come on ; since the youth will not be 
entreated, his o%vn peril on his forwardness. 

JRos. Is yonder tne man ? 

Le Beau. Even he, madam. 

Cel. Alas, he is too young : yet he looks suc- 
cessfully. 

Duke F. How now, daughter, and cousin ? are 
you crept hither io see the wrestling.^ 

Ros. Ay, my liege ? so please you give us leave. 

Dukt F. You wUl take little delight in it, I can 
tell you, there is such odds in the men : In pity of 
the challenger's youth, I would fain dissuade him, 
but he will not be entreated : Speak to him, ladies: 
•ee if you can move him. 

Cel. Call him hither, good Monsieur Le Beau. 

Duke F. Do so ; Til not be bv. 

[Duke goes apart. 

Le Beau. Monsieur the challenger, the prin- 
cesses call for you. 

Orl. 1 attend them, with all respect and duty. 

Ros. Young man, have you challenged Charles 
the wrestler.? 

Orl. No, fair princess ; he is the general chal- 
lenger : I come but in, as others do, to try with 
him the strength of my youth. 

Cel. Young gentleman, your spirits are too bold 
fcr your years : You have seen cruel proof of this 
man*8 strength : if you saw yourself with your ey%8, 
or knew yourself with vour judgment, the fear 
of your adventure would counsel you to a more 
equal enterprise. We pray you, for your own 
sake, to embrace your own safety, and give over 
this attempt 
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Ros. Do, yonn^ sir ; your reputation shall not 
therefore be misprized : we will make it our suit to 
the duke, that the wrestling might not go forward. 

OrL I beseech you, punish me not with your 
hard thoughts ; wherein I confess me much guilty, 
to deny so fair and excellent ladies any thing. But. 
let your fair eyes, and gentle wishes, go with me 
to my trial : wherein if I be foiled, Siere is but 
one shamed that was never gracious ; if killed, but 
one dead that is willing to be so : I shall dq my 
friends no wr<Mig, for I have none to lament me ; 
the world no injury, for in it I have nothing; only 
in the world I ml up a place, which may be better 
supplied when I have made it empty. 

Ros, The litde strength that I have, I would it 
were with you. 

Cel. And mine, to eke out hers. 

J?o*. Fare you well. Pray heaven, I be de- 
ceived in you f 

Cd. Your heart's desires be with you ! 

Cha, Come, where is this young gallant, that is 
so desirous to lie with his mother earth ? 

Orl. Ready, sir ; but his will hath in it a more 
modest working. 

Duke F, You shall try but one fall. 

Cha. No, I warrant your grace ; you shall not 
entreat him to a second, that nave so mightily per- 
suaded him from a first. 

OrL You mean to mock me after ; you should 
not have mocked me before : but come your ways. 

Ros. Now, Hercules be thy speed, young man ! 

Cel. I would I were invisible, to catch the strong 
fellow by the le^. [Charles and Orlando wrestle. 

Ros. O excellent young man ! 

Cel. If I had a thunderbolt in mine eye, I can 
tell who should down. [Ch&rles is ihroim. Shout. 

DukeF. No more, no more. 

Orl. Yes, I beseech your grace ; I am not yet 
well breathed. 

Duke F. How dost thou, Charles ? 
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Le Beau. He cannot speak, my lord. 

Dvkt F. Bear him away. [Charlea is borne out] 
What is thv name young man } 

Orl. Orlando, my liege; the youngest son of 
sir Rowland de Bois. 

Ihike F. I would, thou hadst been son to some 
man else. 
The world esteem'd thy father honourable, 
But I did find him still mine enemy : 
Thou should'st have better pleasM me with this 

deed, 
Hadst thou descended from another house. 
But fare thee well ; thou art a gallant youth ; 
I would, thou hadst told me of another father. 

[Exeunt Duke Fred, train^ and Le Beau. 

Cel. Were I my father, coz, would I do this ? 

Orl. I am more proud to be sir Rowland's son, 
His youngest son; — and would not change that 

calling,! 
To be adopted heir to Frederick. 

Ros. My father lov'd sir Rowland as his soul, 
And all the world was of my father's mind : 
Had I before known this young man his son, 
I should have given him tears unto entreaties. 
Ere he should thus have ventured. 

Cd. Gentle cousin, 

Let us go thank him, and encourage him : 
M^ father's rough and envious disposition 
Sticks mc at heart.^Sir, you have well deserv*d : 
If you do keep your promises in love, 
But justly, as you have exceeded prranise, 
Vour mistress shall be happy. 

7209. Gentleman, 

[Criving him a chain from, her neck. 
Wear this for me ; one out of suits with fortune ;3 
Tluit could give more, but that her hand lacks 

means. — 
Shall we go, coz ? 

(1) Appellation. (2) Turned out of her service. 
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Cd. Ay : — Fare you well, fair gentleman. 

Orl. Can I not say, I thank you ? My better parti 
Are all thrown down; and that which here stanos uo, 
Is but a quintain,! a mere lifeless block. 

Ros. He calls us back : My pride fell with my 
fortunes : 
I'll ask him what he would : — Did you call, sir ? — 
Sir, you have wrestled well, and overthrown 
More than your enemies. 

CeL Will you go, coz? 

Ros. Have with you : — ^Fare you well. 

[Exeunt Rosalind and CeVt^ 

Orl. What passion hangs these weights upon 
my tongue f 
I cannot speak to her, yet she urg'd conference. 

Re-enter Le Beau. 
O poor Orlando ! thou art overthrown ; 
Or Charles, or something weaker, masters thee. 

Za Beau. Good sir, I do in friendship counsel you 
To leave this place : Albeit you have deservM 
High commendation, true applause, and love ; 
Yet such is now the duke's condition,^ 
That he misconstrues all that you have done. 
The duke is humorous ; what he is, indeed. 
More suits you to conceive, than me to speak of. 

Orl I thank you, sir : and, pray you, tell me this; 
Which of the two was daughter of the duke 
That here was at the wrestling i* 

Le Beau. Neither his daughter, if we judge by 
manners; 
But yet, indeed, the shorter is his daughter : 
The other is daughter to the banish'd duke. 
And here detain'd by her usurping uncle. 
To keep his daughter company ; whose loves 
Are dearer than the natural bond of sisters. 
But 1 can tell you, that of late this duke 
Hath ta'en displeasure 'gainst his gentle niece ; 



u 



1) The object to dart at in martial exercises. 
?) Temper, disposition. 
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Grounded upon no other argument, 
But that the people praise her for her Tirtues, 
And pity her for her good father's sake ; 
And, on my life, his malice *eainst the lady- 
Will suddenly break forth.— Sir, fare you well ; 
Hereafter, in a better world than this, 
I shall desire more love and knowledge of you. 
Orl. I rest much bounden to you ; fare you well . 
[Exit he Beau. 
Thus must I frcHn the smoke into the smother : • 
FwMii tyrant duke, unto a tyrant brother : — 
But heavenly Rosalind ! [Exit. 

SCEJfE III.— A room in the palace. Enter 
Celia and Rosalind. 

Cel. Why, cousin ; why, Rosalind ; — Cupid have 
mercy ! — Not a word ? 

Ras. Not one to throw at a dog. 

CeL No, thy words are too precious to be cast 
away upon curs, throw scxne of them at me ; come, 
lame me with reasons. 

Ros. Then there were two cousins laid up; 
when the one should be lamed with reasons, and 
the other mad without any. 

Cel. But is all this for your father.^ 

Ros. No, some of it for my child's father : O, 
how full of briers is this working-day world I 

Cel. They are but burs, cousin, thrown upon 
thee in holiday foolery ; if we walk not in the 
trodden paths, our very petticoats will catch them. 

Ros. I could shake them off my coat ; these burs 
are in my heart 

Cel. Hem them away. 

Ros. I would try; if I could cry hem, and hare 
him. 

Cel. Come, come, wrestle with thy affections. 

Ros. O, they take the part of a better wrestler 
than myself. 

Cel. O, a good wish upon you ! you will try in 
time, in despite of a fall. — Butt turning these jests 
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out of semce, let ns talk in good earnest : Is it 
possible, on such a sudden, you should fall into so 
strong a liking with old sir Rowland's youngest soa? 

JRos, The duke my father lovM his father dearl v. 

del, Dodi it therefore ensue, that you should 
love his Bon dearly ? By this kind of chase, I should 
hate him, for my father hated his father dearly ;i 
yet I hate not Otlando. 

Ros. No, 'feith, hate him not, for my sake. 

Cel. Why should I not ? doth he not deserve well ? 

Ros, Let me love him for that ; and do you love 
him, because I do : — ^Look, here comes the duke. 

Cel With his eyes full of anger. 

Enter Duke Frederick, with lords, 

Dvke F. Mistress, despatch you with your safest 
haste, 
And get you from our court. 

Ros. Me, uncle ? 

Duke F. You, cousin ; 

Within these ten days if that thou be'st found 
So near our public court as twenty miles, 
Thou diest for it 

Ros. I do beseech your grace. 

Let me the knowled^ of my fault bear with me : 
If with myself I hold intelligence. 
Or have acquaintance with mine own denres ; 
If that I do not dream, or be not frantic 
(As I do trust I am not,) then, dear uncle, 
Never, so much as in a thought unborn, 
Did I offend your highness. 

Duke F. Thus do all traitors; 

If their purgation did consist m words, 
The^ ai-e as innocent as grace itself:— 
Let it suffice thee, diat I trust thee not. 

Ros. Yet your mistrust cannot make me a traitor, 
Tell me, whereon the likelihood depends. 

Duke F. Thou art thy father's daughter, fherc's 
enough. 

(1) Inveterately. 
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Ros. So was I, when jour bigness took hi« 
dukedom ; 
So was I, when your highness banished him ; 
Treason is not inherited, my lord ; 
Or, if we did derive it itooi our friends, 
What's that to me ? my father was no traitor . 
Then, good my liege, mistake me not so much. 
To think my poverty is treacherous. 

CeL Dear sovereign, hear me speak. 

Duke F. Ay, Celia ; we stay*d her for your sake, 
Else had she with her father ran^M along. 

del, I did not then entreat to have her stay. 
It was your pleasure, and your own remorse ;» 
I was too young that time to value her. 
But now I know her: if she be a traitor. 
Why so am I ; we still have slept together, 
Rose at an instant, leam'd, play'd, eat together ; 
And wheresoever we went, like Juno's swans, 
Still we went coupled, and inseparable. 

Duke F, She is too subtle for thee ; and bcr 
smoothness, 
Her veiy silence, and her patience. 
Speak to the people, and they pity her. 
Thou art a fool : she robs thee of thy name ; 
And thou wilt show more bright, and seem more 

virtuous. 
When she is gone : then open not thy lips ; 
Firm and irrevocable is my doom 
Which I have passM upon her ; she is banish'd. 

Cd. Pvonounce that sentence then on me, my 
liege ; 
I cannot live out of her company. 

Duke F. You are a fool :— You, niece, provide 
yourself; 
If you out-stay the lime, upon mine honour. 
And in the greatness of my word, you di*». 

[Exeunt Duke Frederick and lords, 

CeL O my poor Rosalind ! whither wilt thou go. 

(1) Compassion. 
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Wilt thou change fathers ? I will give thee mine. 
I charge thee, be not thou moregriev'd than I am. 

Ros. I have more cause. 

CeL Thou hast not, cousin ; 

Pr'jthee, be cheerful : know'st thou not, the duke 
Hath banishM me his daughter? 

JRos. That he hath noL 

CeL No? hath not? Rosalind lacks then the love 
Which teacheth thee that thou and I am one : 
Shall we be sundered ? shall we part, sweet girl ? 
No ; let my father seek another heir. 
Therefore devise with me, how we may fly. 
Whither to go, and what to bear with us : 
And do not seek to take your change upon you. 
To bear your griefe yourself, and leave me out ; 
For, bv this heaven, now at our sorrows pale. 
Say what thou canst, V\\ go alcmg with tnee. 

Bos, Why, whither shall we ffo? 

Cd. To seek my uncle. 

Ros, Alas, what danger will it be to us. 
Maids as we are, to travel forth so far ? 
Beauty provoketh thieves sooner than gold. 

Cel. rll put myself in poor and mean attire, 
And with a kind of umber^ smirch my face ; 
The like do you ; so shall we pass along. 
And never stir assailants. 

Ros. Were it not better, 

Because that I am more than common tall, 
That I did suit me all points like a man ? 
A gallant curtle-axe^ upon rcy thigh, 
A boar-spear in my hand ; and (in my heart 
Lie there what hidden woman's fear there will,) 
We'll have a swashing^ and a martial outnde ; 
As many other manni^ cowards have. 
That do outface it with their semblances. 

Cel. What shall I call thee, when thou art a 
man? 

(1) A dusky, yellow-coloured earth. 

(2) Cutlass. (3) Swaggering. 
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Ros. ni have no worse a name than Jove's own 
page, 
And therefore look you call me, OanTmede. 
But what will }'0U be called? 

Cel. Something that hath a reference to my state ; 
No longer Celia, but Aliena. 

Ros. But, cousin, what if we assayM to steal 
The clownish fool out of your father's court ? 
Would he not be a comfort to our travel ? 

CeL HeMl go along o*er the wide world with ine ; 
Leave me alone to woo him : Let's away. 
And get our jewels and our wealth together ; 
Devise die fittest time, and safest way 
To hide us from pursuit that will be made 
After my flight : Now go we in ccmtent, 
To liberty, and not to banishment. [Exeunt. 



ACT IL 

SCEJV'E I.—The forest of Arden. Enter Duke 
senior^ Amiens, and other Lords, in the dress 
qf Foresters, 

Duke S. Now, my co-mates, and brothers in 
exile. 
Hath not old custom made this life more sweet 
Than that of painted pomp ? Are not these woods 
More free from peril ttian the envious court? 
Here feel we but the penalty of Adam, 
The seasons' difference ; as the icy fan^. 
And churlish chiding of the winter's wind ; 
IVhich when it bites and blows upon my body. 
Even till I shrink with cold, I smile, and say,— 
This is no flattery : these are counsellors 
That feelingly persuade me what I un. 
Sweet are me uses of adversity ; 
Which, like the toad, ugly and venomous. 
Wears yet a precious jewel in his head ; 
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And this oar life, exempt from public haunt, 
Finds tonnes in trees, lxx>ks in t^ running brooks, 
Sermons in stones, and good in every thing. 

Ami. I would not change it : Happy is your 
grace, 
That can translate the stubbornness of fortune 
Into so quiet and so sweet a style. 

Duke S. Come, shall we go and kill us venison? 
And yet it irks me, the poor dappled fools, — 
Beinff native burghers of this desert city, — 
Should, in their own conffnes, with forked heads^ 
Have their round haunches gor*d. 

1 Lord. Indeed, my lord. 

The melancholy Jaques grieves at that ; 
And, in that kind, swears you do more usurp 
Than doth your brother that hath banishM you. 
To-day, my lord of Amiens, and myself, 
Did steal behind him, as he lay along 
Under an oak, whose antique root peeps out 
Upon the brook that brawls along this wood ; 
To the which place a poor sequester'd stag, 
That frMn the nunters' aim had ta'en a hurt. 
Did come to languish ; and, indeed, my lori 
The wretched animal heavM forth such groans. 
That their discharge did stretch his leatl^rn coat 
Almost to bursting ; and the big round tears 
CoursM one Another down his innocent nose 
In piteous chase : and thus the hairy fool. 
Much marked of the melancholy Jaques, 
Stood on the extremest verge of the swift brook, 
Augmenting it with tears. 

ihike S. But what said Jaques? 

Did he not moralize this spectacle ? 

1 Lord. O, yes, into a thousand similes. 
First, for his weeping in the needless stream ; 
Poor deer, quoth he, thou mak'st a testament 
As worldlings do, giving thy sum of more 
To that which had too much: Then, being alone, 

(1) Barbed arrows. 
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Left and abandon'd of his velvet frienda ; 

^Tis right f quoth he ; this misery doth part 

Thejlux of companjf: Anon, a careless herd, 

Full of the pasture, jumps along by him. 

And never stays to greet him ; Ay, quoth Jaques, 

Sweqft on^ you fat and greasy citizens ; 

Tm jttst the fashion : Wher^ore do you look 

Upon that poor and broken bankrupt there? 

Thus most invectively he pierceth through 

The bodv of the country, city, court, 

Yea, and of this our life : swearing, that we 

Are mere usurpers, tyrants, and wnat^s worse. 

To fright the animals, and to kill them up. 

In their assigned and native dwelling-place. 

Duke S. And did you leave him m this contem- 
plation f 

2 Loral We did, my lord, weeping and com- 
menting 
Upon the sobbing deer. 

Duke S. Show me the place ; 

I love to copel him in these sullen fits, 
For then he^s full of matter. 

2 Lord. 1*11 bring you to him straight [Exeunt. 

SCfu^EIL—A room inihe palace. Enter Duke 
Frederick, Lords, and attendants. 

Duke F. Can it be possible, that no man saw 
them.' 
It cannot be : some villains of my court 
Are of consent and sufferance in this. 

1 Lord. I cannot hear of any that did see her. 
The ladies, her attendants of her chamber. 

Saw her a-bed ; and, in the morning early. 
They found the bed untreasurM of their mistress. 

2 Lord. My lord, the roynislP clown, at whom 

so oft 
Your grace was wont to laugh, is also missing. 
Hesperia, the princess* gentlewoman, 

(1) Encounter. (2) Scurvy. 
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Confesses that she secretly o'erheard 
Your daughter and her cousin much commend 
The parts and graces of the wrestler 
That did but lately foil the sinewy Charles ; 
And she believes, wherever they are gone, 
rhat youth is surely in their company. 
DuJu F. SlBnd to his brother ; fetch that gallant 
hither ; 
If he be absent, bring his brother to me, 
ni make him find him : do this suddenly : 
And let not search and inquisition quaiU 
To bring again these foolish runaways. [Exeunt 

SCKXE III— Before Oliver's hmtse. Enter Or- 
lando and Adam, meeting. 

Orl. Who's there.? 

Adam. What ! my young master ? — O, my gen- 
tie master, 
O, my sweet master, O you mpmory^ 
Of old sir Rowland ! why, what make you here ? 
Why are you virtuous ? Why do people love you ? 
And wherefore are you gentle, strong, and valiant ? 
Why would you be so fond^ to overcome 
The bony priser of the humorous duke ? 
Your praise is come too swiftly home before you. 
Know you not, master, to some kind of men 
Their graces serve them but as enemies f 
No more do yours : your virtues, gentle master. 
Are sanctified and holy traitors to you. 
O, what a world is this, when what is comely 
Envenoms him that bears it .? 

Orl. Why, what's the matter > 

Adam. O unhappy youtli. 

Come not within these doors ; within this roof 
The enemy of all your graces lives : 
Your brother — (no, no brother ; vet the son — 
Yet not the son ;— I will not call him son — 

(1) Sink into dejection. (2) Memorial. 

(3) Inconsiderate. 
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Of him I was about to call his father,) — 

Hath heard your praises; and this nig^ht he means 

To bum the lodging where vou use to lie, 

And you within it : if he fail c^ that, 

He will have other means to cut you off: 

I overheard him, and bis practices. 

This is no place,i this house is but a butchery ; 

Abhor it, fear it, do not enter it 

OrL Why, whither, Adam, would'st thou have 
me go.^ 

Adam. No matter whither, so you come not here. 

OrL What, would'st thou have me go and beg 
my food ? 
Or, with a base and bdsterous sword, enforce 
A thievish living on the common road f 
This I must do, or know not what to do : 
Yet this I will not do, do how I can ; 
I rather will subject me to the malice 
Of a diverted blood,^ and bloody brother. 

Adam, But do not so: I have five hundred 
crowns, 
The thrifty hire I savM under your father, 
Which 1 did store, to be my foster-nurse, 
When service should in my old limbs lie lame. 
And unr^arded age in comers thrown ; 
Take that : and He that doth the ravens feed, 
Yea, providently caters for the sparrow, 
Be comfort to my age ! Here is the gold ; 
All this I give you : Let me be your sen'ant ; 
Though I look old, yet I am strong and lusty : 
For in my youth I never did apply 
Hot and rebellious liquors in my blood ; 
Nor did not with unbashful forehead woo 
The means of weakness and debility ; 
Therefore my ace is as a lusty winter. 
Frosty, but lundly : Let me go with you ; 
ril do the service of a younger man 

(1) Mansion, residence. 

(2) Blood turned from its natural^ course. 
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In all your business and necessities. 

Orl. O good old man ; how well in thee appears 
The constant service of the antique world, 
"When service sweat for duty, not for meed ! 
Thou art not for the fashion of these times, 
Where none will sweat, but for promotion ; 
And havii^ that, do choke their service up 
Even with the having : it is not so with thee. 
But, poor old man, mou prun^st a rotten tree, 
That cannot so much as a blossom yield, 
In lieu of all thy pains and husbandr/: 
But come ihy ways, we'll go along together ; 
And ere we have thy youthful wages spent, 
We'll light upon some settled low content. 

Adam. Master, go on ; and I will follow thee, 
To the last gasp, with truth and loyalty. — 
From seventeen years till now almost fourscore 
Here lived I, but now live here no more. 
At seventeen years many their fortunes seek ; ^ 
But at fourscore, it is too late a week ; ^ 

Yet fortune cannot recompense me better, 
Than to die well, and not my master's debtor. 

[Exeunt 
SCEJVE TT.—The Forest of Arden. Enter 

Rcraalind in boy^s clofheSj Celia drest like a 

Shepherdess, and Touchstone. 

Ros. O Jupiter' how weary are my spirits ! 

Touch. I care not for my spirits, if my legs wei-e 
not weanr. 

Ros. I could find in my heart to disgrace my 
man's apparel, and to cry like a woman : but I must 
comfort the weaker vessel, as doublet and hose 
ought to show itself courageous to petticoat : there- 
fore, courage, good Alicna. 

CeL I pray you, bear with me ; I cannot go no 
further. 

Touch. For my part, I had rather bear with you. 
than bear you : yet I should bear no cixi6s,i if I did 

(1) A piece of money stamped with a cross. 
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bear you ; for, I think, jou have no mon^ in your 
purse. 

Jio$. Well, this is the forest of Arden. 

Touch. Ay, now am I in Arden : the more fool 
I ; when I was at home, I was in a better place ; 
but travellers must be c(»itent 

Ros, Ay, be so, good Touchstone : — Look you 
who comes here ; a young man, and «n old, in 
solemn talk. 

Enier Corin and Silvius. 

Cor. That is the way to make her scorn you still. 

Sil. O Corin, that thou knew'st how I do love her ! 

Cor. I partly guess ; for I have lovM ere now. 

Sil. No, Corin, being old, thou canst not guess ; 
Though in thy youth thou wast as (rue a lover 
As ever sighM upon a midnight pillow : 
But if thy love were ever like to mine 
(As sure 1 think did never man love so,) 
How many actions most ridiculous 
H»8t thou been drawn to by thv fantasj- f 

Cor. Into a thousand that I have forgotten. 

SiL O, thou didst then ne*er love so neartily : 
If thou remembcr'st not the slightest folly 
That ever love did make thee run into, 
Thou hast not lovM : 
Or if thou hast not sat as I do now. 
Wearying thy hearer in thy mistress* praise. 
Thou hast not lovM ; 
Or if thou hast not broke from company. 
Abruptly, as my passion now makes me. 
Thou hast not lov'd :--0 Phebe, Phebe, Phebe ! 
[Exit Silvius. 

Ros. Alas, poor shepherd! searching of thy 
wound, 
I have by hard adventure found mine own. 

Touch. And I mine : I remember, when I was 
m love, I broke my sword upon a stone, and bid 
him take that for coming anight^ to Jane Smile - 

(1) In the night 
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aiM I remember the kissing of her batlet,^ and the 
cow^s dugs that her pretty chopM hands had milk*d: 
and I remember the wooing of a peascod instead 
of her ; from whom I took two cods, and giving 
her them again, said with weeping tears, IVear 
tnesejbr my sake. "We, that are true lovers, nm 
into strange capers ; but as all is mortal in nature, 
so is all nature in love mortal in folljr 

Ros. Thou speak'st wiser, than thou art 'ware of. 

Touch. Nay, I shall ne'er be 'ware of mine own 
wit, till I brcaJc my shins against it. 

Ros. Jove ! Jove ! this shepherd's passion 
Is much upon my fashion. 

Touch. And mine ; but it grows something stale 
with me. 

Cel. I pray you, one of you question yond man. 
If he for gold will give us any fcx)d ; 
I faint almost to death. 

Touch. Holla ; you, clown ! 

Ros. Peace, fool ; he's not thy kinsman 

Cor. Who calls? 

Touch. Your betters, sir. 

Cor. Else are they very wretched. 

I^s. Peace, I say :- 

Good even to you, friend. 

Cor. And to you, gentle sii*, and to you all. 

l^os. I pr'ythee, shepherd, if that love, or gola 
Can in this desert place buy entertainment, 
Bring us where we may rest ourselves, and feed • 
Here's a young maid with travail much oppress'd 
And faints for succour. 

Cor. Fair sir, I pit^ her. 

And wish for her sake, mor« than for mine own, 
My fortunes were more able to relieve her : 
But I am shepherd to another man. 
And do not shear the fleeces that I graze ; 
My master is of churlish disposition, 

(1) The instrument with which washers beat 
clothes. 

VOL. II. Z 
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Aod little recksi to find the way to bearea 
By doing deeds of hospitality : 
Besides, his cote, bis flocks, and bounds of feed. 
Are now on sale, and at cur sheepcote now, 
Bv reason of his absence, there is nothing 
That you will feed on : but what is, come see, 
And in my roice most welcome shall you be. 

Ros. What is he that shall buy his flock and 
pasture? 

Cor. That young swain that you saw here but 
erewhile, 
That little cares for buying any thin^. 

Ros. I pray thee, if it stand with honesty, 
Buy thou the cottage, pasture, and the flock, 
And thou shalt have to pav for it of us. 

CeL And we will m&aa thy wages : I like this 
place, 
And willingly could waste my time in it. 

Cor. Assuredly, the thing is to be sold : 
Go with me ; if you like, upon report. 
The soil, the profit, and this kind of Ufe, 
I will your very faithful feeder be, 
And buy it with your gold right suddenly. [Exe. 

SCEJ^E v.— The same. Enter Amiens, Jaques, 
and others, 

SONG. 
Ami. Under the ^eenwood tree, 
IVho loves to lie with me^ 
And tune his merry note 
Unto the sweet biro's throaty 
Come hither J come hither^ come hither ; 
Here shall he see 
JSTo enemy f 
JBui winter and rough weather. 
Jaq. More, more, I pr'ythee, more. 
AmL It will make you melancholy, monsieur 
Jaqoet. 

(1) Cares. 
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Jaq. I thank it. More, I pr'ythee, more. I can 
suck melancholy out of a song, as a wjgazel sucks 
epfgs : More, 1 pr*ythee, more. 

Ami, My voice is ragged ;» I know, I cannot 
please you. 

Jaq. I do not desire you to please me, I do desire 
you to sing: Come, more; another stanza; Call 
you th^m stanzas f 

Ami. What you will, monsieur Jaques. 

Jaq. Nay, I care not for their names ; they owe 
me nothing : Will you sing f 

Ami. More at your request, than to please myself. 

Jaq. Well then, if ever 1 thank any man, 1*11 
thank you : but that they call compliment, is like 
the encounter of two dog-apes ; and when a man 
thanks me heartily, methinks I have given him a 
penny, and he records me the beggarly thanks. 
Come, sing; and you that will not, hold your 
tongues. 

Ami. Well, Til end the song. — Sirs, cover the 
while ; the duke will drink under this tree : — ^be 
hath been all this dav to look you. 

Jaq. And I have been all this day to avoid him. 
He is too disputable^ for my company : I think of 
as many maUers as he ; but I give heaven thanks, 
and ma!ke no boast of them. Come, warble, come. 

SONG. 

Who doth ambition shun^kW. tc^ether here. 
And loves to live i* the sun. 
Seeking the food he eats, 
And pleased vnth what he gets, 
Come hither, come hither, come hither ; 
Here shall he see 
JVo enemy, 
Bui winter and rough weather. 

(1) Ragged and rugged had formerly the sanw 
meaning. 

(2) Disputatious. 
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Jaq. IMl give you a verse to this note, that I 
made yestA'day in despite of my invention. 
Ami, And Pll sing it 
Jaq. Thus it goes : 

If it do come to pass, 
Thai any man turn assj 
Leaving his wealth and ease, 
A stubborn will to please, 
Ditcdarne, ducdame, ducddme ; 
Here shall he see, 
Gross fools as he, 
An if he will come to Ami. 
Ami. What's that ducddme? 
Jaq. 'Tis a Greek invocation, to call fools into a 
circle. I'll go sleep if I can ; if I cannot, I'll rail 
against all the first-bom of E^pt 

Ami. And I'll go seek the auke ; his banquet is 
prepar'd. [Exeunt severally. 

SCEJVjE Vl.-—The same. Enter Orlando and 
Adam. 

Adam^ Dear master, I can go no furdier : O, I 
die for food ! Here lie I down, and mdlsure out ray 
grave. Farewell, kind master. 

Orl. Why, how now, Adam ! no greater heart 
in thee ? Live a little ; comfort a little ; cheer thy- 
self a little : If this uncouth forest yield any thing 
savage, I will either be food for it, or bring it for 
food to thee. Thy conceit is nearer death than 
thy powers. For my sake, be comfortable ; hold 
deatn a while at the arm's end : I will here be with 
thee presently ; and if I brins: thee not something 
to eat, I'll give thee leave to ^ie : but if thou diest 
before I come, thou art a mocker of my labour. 
Well said ! thou look'st cheerly : and I'll be with 
thee quickly. — ^Yet thou liest in the bleak air: 
Come, I will bear thee to sonie shelter ; and thou 
shalt not die for lack of a dinner, if there live any 
thing in this desert Cheerly, good Adam ! [Exe. 
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SCEJVE FII.-'The same. Jl table set out. En- 
ter Duke senior, Amiens, Lords, and others. 

Duke S. I think he be traDsformM into a beast ; 
For I can no where find him like a man. 

1 Lord. My lord, he is but even now gone hence; 
Here was he merry, hearing of a song. 

Duke S. If he, compact of jars,' grow musical, 
We shall have shortly discord in the spheres : — 
Go, seek him ; tell him, I would speak with him. 

Enter Jaques. 

1 Lord. He saves my labour by his own approach. 

Duke S. Why, how now, monsieur I what a life 
is this. 
That your poor friends must woo your company ? 
What ! you look merrily. 

Jaq. A fool, a fool ! 1 met a fool i* the forest, 

A motley fool ; — a miserable world ! — 

As I do live by food, I met a fool ; — 

Who laid him down and bask'd him in the sun. 

And rail'd on lady Fortune in good terms, 

In good set terms,^and yet a motley fool. 

Good-morroWf fool, quoth I : JVb, sir, quoth he. 

Call me not fool, till heaven hath sent me fortune • 

And then he drew a dial from his poke ; 

And looking on it with lack-lustre eye. 

Says, very wisely, It is ten o'clock : 

Thus may we see, quoth he, how the world wags : 

^Tis but an hour ago, since it vjas nine ; 

And after an hour more, Hwill be eleven ; 

And so, from hour to hour, we ripe, and ripe. 

And then, from hour to hour, we rot, and rot, 

And thereby hangs a tale. When I did hear 

The motley fool 3ius moral on the time. 

My lungs began to crow like chanticleer, 

That fools should be so deep-contemplative ; 

And I did laugh, sans intermission. 

An hour by his dial. — O noble fool ! 

(1) Made up of discords. 
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A worthy fool ! Modey^ tfie only wear.* 

JhikeS. What fool is this? 

Jaq, O worthy fool ! — One that bath been a 
courtier; 
And sajt, if ladies be bat youngt ^^d fair, 
The^ have the gift to know it : and in his brain,— 
Which is as dry as the remainder bisket 
After a voyage, — ^he hath strange places cranunM 
With observation, the which he vents 
In mangled forms : — O, that I were a fool ! 
I am ambitious for a motley coat 

Duke S, Thou shalt have one. 

Jaq. It is my only suit ; 

Provided, that you weed your better judgments 
Of all opinion mat grows rank in them, 
That I am wise. 1 nuist have liberty 
Withal, as laree a charter as the wind. 
To blow on whom I please ; for 80 fools have : 
And they that are most galled with my folly. 
They most must laugh : And why, sir, must they so.^ 
The why is plain as way to parish church : 
He, that a fool doth very wisely hit. 
Doth very foolishlv, although he smart. 
Not to seem senseless of the bob : if not. 
The wise man's folly is anatomizM. 
Eveh by the squandering glances oif the fool. 
Invest me in my motley ; give me leave 
To speak my mind, and I will tiiroii^h and through 
Cleanse the foul body of the infected world. 
If they will patiently receive my medicine. 

Duke S. Fie on thee ! I can tell what thou 
would*st da 

Jaq, What, for a counter, would I do, but good ? 

Duke S. Most mischievous foul sin, in chiding sin : 
For thou thyself hast been a libeMine, 
As sensual as the brutish sting itself; 
And all the embossed sores, and headed evils 

(1) The fool was anciently dressed in a party- 
coloured coat. 
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That thoa v/'tSu license of free foot hast caught, 
Would*8t thou disgorge into the general wond. 

Jaq, Why, who cries out cm pride, 
That can therein tax any private party ? 
Doth it not flow as hugely as the sea, 
Till that the veiy very means do ebb ? 
What woman in the city do I name. 
When that I say, The city-woman bears 
The cost of princes on unworthy shoulders ? 
Who can come in, and say, that I mean her. 
When such a one as she, such is her neighbour? 
Or what is he of basest function, 
That says, his braveiy* is not on my cost 
(Thinking that I mean him,) but therein suits 
His folly to the mettle of my speech? 
There then ; How, what then ? Let me see wherein 
My tongue hath wrtMie'd him : if it do him right. 
Then he hath wrong'd himself ; if he be free, 
Why then, my taxing like a wild goose flies. 
Unclaimed of any man. — But who comes here ? 

EmUr Orlando, with his sword drawn, 
Orl. Forbear, and eat no mcM-e. 
JcM. Why, I have eat none yet 

Orl. Nor shalt not, till necessity be served. 
Jaq. Of what kind should this cock come of r 
Duke S. Art thou thus bolden'd, man, by thy 
distress; 
Or else a rude despiser of good manners, 
That in civility thou seem^st so empty? 
Orl, You touch'd my vein at first ; the thorny 
point 
Of bare distress hath ta*en from me the show 
Of smoodi civility : yet am I bland bred,^ 
And know some nurture :* But forbear, I say ; 
He dies, that touches any of this fruit, 
Till I and my aflfairs are answered. 

(1) Finery. (2) Well brought up. 

(3) Good manners. 
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Jaq. An you will not be answered with reason, 
I must die. 

DvkeS. What would you have ? Your gentle- 
ness shall force, 
MoTb than your force move us to gentleness. 

Orl. I almost die for food, and let me have it. 

Duke S. Sit down and feed, welcome to our 
table. 

Orl. Speak you so gently.^ Pardon me, I pray you : 
I thought that all things had been savage here ; 
And therefore put I on the countenance 
Of stem commandment : But whatever you are, 
That in this desert inaccessible. 
Under the shade of melancholy boughs. 
Lose and neglect the creeping hours of time ; 
If ever you have look'd on better days ; 
If ever been where bells have knoll*d to church ; 
If ever sat at any good man*s feast ; 
If ever frcwn your eye-lids wip'd a tear. 
And know what His to pity, and be pitied ; 
Let gentleness my strong enforcement be : 
In the which hope, I blush, and hide my sword. 

Duke S. True is it that we have seen better days ; 
And have with holy bell been knollM to church ; 
And sat at good men^s feasts ; and wipM our eyes 
Of drops that sacred pity hath engender^ : 
And therefore sit you down in gentleness. 
And take upon command what help we have. 
That to your wanting may be ministred. 

OrL Then, but forbear your food a little while. 
Whiles, like a doe, I go to find my fawn. 
And give it food. There is an old poor man, 
Who after me hath many a weary step 
Limp'd in pure love ; till he be first suffic'd, — 
Oppressed with two weak evils, age and hunger, — 
1 will not touch a bit 

Dvke S. Go find him out. 

And we will nothing waste till you return. 

Orl. I thank ye ; and be bless'd for your good 
comfort ! [fixit 
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Dvke S. Thou 8ee»t, we are not all alone un- 
happy : 
This wide and universal theatre 
Presents more woful pageants than the scene 
Wherein we play in. 

Jag. All the world's a stage. 

And all the men and women merely players : 
They have their exits, and their entrances ; 
And one man in his time plays many parts, 
His acts bein^ seven ages. At first," the infant, 
Mewling and puking in the nurse's arms ; 
And then, the whining school-boy, with his satchel 
And shining morning face, creeping like snail 
Unwillingly to school : And then, the lover ; 
Sighing like furnace, with a woful ballad 
Made to his mistress' eye-brow : Then, a soldier ; 
Full of strange oaths, and bearded like the pard, 
Jealous in honour, sudden* and quick in quarrel, 
Seeking the bubble reputation 
Even in the cannon's mouth : And then, the justice ; 
In fair round belly, with good capon lin'd. 
With eyes severe, and beard of formal cut. 
Full of wise saws and moderns instances, 
And so he plays his part : The sixth age shifts 
Into the lean and sljpper'd pantaloon ; 
With spectacles on nose, and pouch on side ; 
His youthful hose well sav'd, a world too wide 
For his shrunk shank ; and his big manly voice. 
Turning again toward childish treble, pipes 
And whistles in his sound : Last scene of all, 
That ends this strange eventful history. 
Is second childishness, and mere oblivion ; 
Sans teeth, sans eyes, sans taste, sans every thing. 

Re-enter Orlando, ivith Adam. 

DukeS. Welcome: set down your venerable 
burden. 
And let him feed. 



(1) Violent. 



(2) Trite, common. 
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Orl. I thank you most for him. 

Adam. So had you need; 
I scarce can speak to thank you for myself 

Duke S. Welcome, fell to': I will not trouble you 
Af y«»t, to question you about your fijrtunes : — 
ffWt us some music ; and, good cousin, sing. 

Amiens sings, 

SONG. 



BloWy blow, thou toinier wmd. 
Thou art not so unkind^ 
As man's ingratitude / 
Thy tooth is not so keen. 
Because thou art not seen. 
Although thy breath be rude. 
Heigh, ho ! sin^, heigh, ho ! unto the green holly: 
Most friendship is feigning, most loving mere 
folly: 
Then, heigh, ho, the hoUy ! 
This hfe is most jolly, 

IL 

Freeze, freeze, thou bittar sky. 
Thai dost not bite so nigh. 

As benefits forgot : 
l^hough thou the toaierswarp. 
Thy siir^ is not so sharp 

As fnend remember'a^ noL 
Heigh, ho ! sing, heigh, ho ! SfC 

Duke S. If that you were the good sir Row- 
land's 8<M1,— 
As you have whisperM faithfully, you wcr« ; 
And as mine eye doth his effigies witness 
Most truly limnM, and living in your face, — 
Be truly welcome hither : I arn the duke, 
That lovM your father: The residue of your fbrtuney 

(1) Unnatural. (2) Remembering^ 
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Go to my care and tell roe. — Good old man, 
Thou art right welcome as thy master is : 
Support him by the-erm. — Give me your hand, 
And let me all your fortunes understand. [Exe. 



ACT III. 

SCKN'E L—A room in the palace. Enter Duke 
Frederick, Oliver, Lords, and aiiendanls, 

Duke F. Not see him since ? Sir, sir, that can- 
not be: 
But were I not the better part made mercy, 
I should not seek an absent aipiment 
Of my revenge, thou present : But look to it ; 
Find out thy brother, wheresoe'er he is ; 
Seek him with candle ; bring him dead or living. 
Within this twelvemonth, or turn thou no more 
To seek a living in our territory. 
Thy lands, and all things that thou dost call thine 
Worth seizure, do we seize into our hands : 
Till thou canst quit thee by thy brother's mouth. 
Of what we think against thee. 

OH. O, that your highness knew my heart in this ! 
I never lov'd my brother in my life. 

Zhike F. More villain thou. — ^Well, push him 
out of doors ; 
And let my officers of such a nature 
Make an extent^ upon his house and lands : 
Do this expediently ,3 and turn him going. [Exe. 

SCEJ<rE IL—The Forest. Enter Orlando, with 
a paper. 

Orl. Hang theni, my verse, in witness of my love 
And, thou, thrice-crowned queen of night, survey 

With thy chaste eye, from thy pale sphere above. 
Thy huntress' name, that my full life doth sway. 

(1) Seize by legal process. (2) Expeditiously 
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O Rosalind ! these trees shall be my books, 
And in their barks m^ thoughts 1*11 cliaracter ; 

That eveiy eye, which in this forest looks, 
Shall see thy virtue witnessM every where. 

Run, run, Orlando ; carve, on every tree. 

The fair, the chaste, and unexpressive' she. [E^sit. 

Enter Corin and Touchstone. 

Cor. And how like you this shepherd's life, mas- 
ter Touchstone ? 

l^ouch. Truly, shepherd, in respect of itself, it 
is a ^ood life ; but in respect that it is a sliepherd's 
life, It is naught. In respect tl?at it is solitary, I 
Uke it very well ; but in respect that it is private, 
it is a very vile life. Now in respect it is in the 
fields, it pleaseth me well ; but in respect it is not 
in the court, it is tedious. As it is a spare life, 
look you, it fits m^ humour well ; but as there is no 
more plenty in it, it goes much against my stomach. 
Hast thou any philosophy in thee^ shepherd ? 

Cor. No more, but that I know, the more one 
sickens, the worse at ease he is ; and that he that 
wants money, means, and content, is without three 
good friends : — That the property of rain is to wet, 
and fii-e to bum: That good pasture makes fat 
sheep ; and that a great cause of the night, is lack 
of tlie sun : That he, that hath learned no wit by 
nature nor art, may complain of good breeding, or 
comes of a veiy dull kindred. 

Touch. Such a one is a natural philosopher. — 
Wast ever in court, shepherd .'* 

Cor. No, truly. 

Touch. Then thou art damnM. 

Cor. Nay, I hope, 

Touch. Truly, thou art damnM; like an ill- 
wasted egg, all on one side. 

Cor. For not being at court ? Your reason. 

Touch. Why, if thou never wast at court, thou 

(1) Inexpressible. 
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never saw'st good maimers ; if thou never 8aw*st 
good manners, then thy manners must be wicked ; 
and wickedness is sin, and sin is damnation : Thou 
art in a parlous state, shepherd. 

Chr. Not a whit, Touchstone: those, that are 
good manners, at the court, are as ridiculous in the 
country, as the behaviour of the country is most 
mockable at the court You told me, you salute 
not at the court, but you kiss ^our hands ; that 
courtesy would be uncleanly, if courtiers were 
shepherds. 

Touch. Instance, briefly; c<mie, instance. 

Cor. Why, we are still handling our ewes ; and 
their fells, you know, are greasy. 

Touch. Why, do not your courtier's hands 
sweat ? and is not the grease of a mutton as whole- 
some as the sweat of a man f Shallow, shallow : A 
better instance, I say ; ccnne. 

Cor. Besides, our hands are hard. 

Touch. Your lips will feel them the sooner. 
Shallow, again : A more sounder instance, come. 

Cor. And they are often tarf* d over with the 
surgery of our sheep ; And would you have us kiss 
tar ? The courtier's hands are perfumed with civet 

Touch. Most shallow man ! Thou worms-meat, 
in respect of a good piece of flesh : Indeed ! — 
Learn of the wise, and perpend : Civet is of a 
baser birth than tar ; the very uncleanly flux of a 
cat Mend the instance, shepherd. 

Cor. You have too courtly a wit for me ; I'll rest. 

Touch. Wilt thou rest damn'd ? God help thee, 
shallow man ! God make incision in thee ! thou art 
raw J 

Cor. Sir, I am a true labourer ; I earn that I 
eat, get that I wear ; owe no man hate, envy no 
man's happiness ; glad of other men's good, con- 
tent with my harm : and the greatest of my pride 
IS, to see my ewes graze, and my lambs suck. 

(1) Unexperienced. 
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Touch, That is another simple sin in you; to 
bring the ewes and the rams together, and to offer 
to get your living by the copulation of cattle : to 
be bawd to a bell-wether ; and to betray a she- 
lamb of a twelvemonth, to a crooked-pated, old, 
cuckoldly ram, but of all reasonable match. If 
thou be*8t not damnM for idiis, the devil himself 
will have no shepherds; I cannot see else how 
thou should^st *8cape. 

Cor. Here cornea young master Ganymede, my 
new mistress's brother. 

Enter Rosalind, reading a paper. 

Ros. From ihe east to western Tnd, 

J^o jewel is like Rosalind. 

Her wor^, being mounted on the windj 

Through all the world bears Rosalind. 

All the pictures, fairest lin^d,^ 

Are but black to RosaUnd. 

Let no face be kepi in mind, 

But the fair^ of Rosalind. 
Touch. I'll rfajvae you so, eight years together ; 
dinners, and suppers, and sleeping hours excepted : 
it is the right butter-woman's ramc to market. 
Ros. Out, fool.' 
Touch. For a taste: 

If a hart do lack a hind. 

Let him seek out Rosalind. 

j^ the cat unU after kind, 

Sofibe sure, will Rosalind. 

WifUer^garments must be lin^d. 

So must slender Rosalind. 

They that reap, must sheaf and bind; 

Thm to cart with Rosalind. 

Sweetest nut hath sourest rind. 

Such a nut is Rosalind. 

He thai sweetest rose wiU fnd. 

Must fnd kve's prick, and Rosalind. 



(1) Delineated. 



(2) Complexion, beauty. 
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This is the very false gallop of verses; Why do 
you infect yourself with them ? 

JRm. Peace, you dull fool ; I found them on a tree. 

Touch, Truly, the tree yields bad fruit. 

Ros. V\\ graft" it with you, and then I shall graff 
it with a medlar : then it will be the earliest fruit 
in the country : foryouMl be rotten e'er you be half 
ripe, and that's the right virtue of the medlar. 

Tovch. You have said ; but whether wisely or 
no, let the forest judge. 

Enter Celia, reading a paper, 
Ros. Peace! 
Here comes my sister, reading ; stand aside. 
Cel. JVhy shauid this desert silent be? 

F\tr it is unpeopled? JVo; 
Tongues Pll hang on every tree, 

ThtU shall civil • sayings show. 
Some, how brief the life of man 

Runs his erring pilgrimage ; 
That the stretching of a span 

Buckles in his sum of age. 
Some, of violated vows 

^Twtxt the souls qf friend and friend t. 
But upon the fairest boughs, 

Or at every sentence' end, 
JVill I Rosalinda wriU ; 

Teaching all that read, to know 
The quintessence of every sprite 

Heaven would in Utile show. 
Therefore heaven nature charged 

That one body should be fiWd 
With all graces unde enlarged: 

JVature presently distiWd 
Helenas cheek, but not her heavi ; 

Cleopatra's majisiy ; 
Atalanta^s better part; 

Sad Lucretia's modesty. 

(1) Grave, solemn. 
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Thus Rosalind qf many parts 

By heavenly synod was devised; 
Of manyjacesy eyesj and hearts. 
To have the touches^ dearest prized. 
Heaven toould thai she these gifts should have. 
And I to live and die her slave. 

Ros. O most geQtle Jupiter ! — ^what tedious ho- 
milv of love have jou wearied your parishioners 
withal, and never ciy'd. Have paUence, good 
people ! 

Cel. How now ! back friends ; — Shepherd, go 
off a little : — Go with him, sirrah. 

Touch. Come, sliepherd, let us make an honour- 
able retreat; thcnigh not with bag and bag^a^e, yet 
with scrip and scrippage. [Exe. Cor. and Touch. 

Cel. Didst thou near these verses ? 

Ras. O, yes, I heard them all, and more too ; 
for some of them had in them more feet than the 
verses would bear. 

Cel. That's no matter ; the feet might bear the 
verses. 

Ras. Ay, but the feet were lame, and could not 
bear themselves without the verse, and therefore 
stood lamely in the verse. 

CeL But didst thou hear, without wondering 
how thy name should be hangM and car\'M upon 
these trees ? 

Ros. I was seven of the nine days out of the 
wonder, before you came ; for look here what I 
found on a palm-tree : I was never so be-rhymed 
since Pythagoras' time, that I was an Irjsh rat, 
which I can hardly remember. 

Cel. Trow you, who hath done this.^ 

Ros. Is it a man .? 

CeL And a chain, that you once wore, about hit 
neck : Change you colour? 

Ros. 1 pr'ythee, who .? 

CeL O lord, lord ! it is a hard matter for friends 

(1) Features. 
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to meet; but mountains may be removed with 
earthquakes, and so encounter. 

Ros. Nay, but who is it ? 

CM. Is it possible ^ 

Ros. J^VLji I pray thee now, with most petitionary 
vehemence, tell me who it is. 

Cel. O wonderful, wonderful, and most wcMider- 
ful wonderful, and yet a^ain wonderful, and after 
that out of all whooping !* 

Ros. Good my complexion ! dost thou think, 
though I am caparisoned like a man, I have a 
doublet and hose in my disposition.^ One inch of 
delay more is a South-sca-<ffl* discovery. Ipr*ythee, 
tell me, who is it ? quickly, and speak apace : I 
would thou could^st stammer, that thou might^st 
pour this concealed man out of thy mouth, as wine 
comes out of a narrow-mouth'd bottle ; either too 
much at once, or none at all. I pr'ythee, take the 
cork out of thy mouth, that I may drink thy tidings. 

Cel. So you may put a man in your belly. 

Ros. Is he of God's making? What manner of 
man ? Is his head worth a hat, or his chin worth a 
beard .^* 

CcL Nay, he hath but a little beard. 

Ros. Why, God will send more, if the man will 
be thankful : let roe stay the growth of his beard, 
if thou delay me not the knowledge of his chin. 

Cel. It is young Orlando; that tripp'd up the 
wrestler's heels, and your heart, both in an instant. 

Ros. Nay, but the devil take mocking ; speak 
sad brow, and true maid.2 

Cel. I'faith, coz, 'lis he. 

Ros. Orlando? 

Cel. Orlando. 

Ros. Alas the day ! what shall I do with my 
doublet and hose ? — ^\Vhat did he, when thou saw'st 
him? What said he? How look'd he? Wherein 

(1) Out of all measure. 

(2) Speak seriously and honestly. 
VOL. II. 2 A 
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went be ?l What makes he here ? Did he ask for 
me? Where remains he? How parted he with 
thee? and when ahalt thou see him again ? Answer 
me in one word. 

Ckl. You must borrow me Garagantua*s? mouth 
first : 'tis a word too great for any mouth of this 
age's sire : To say, ay, and no, to these particulars, 
is more^than to answer in a catechism. 

Ros. But doth he know that I am in the forest, 
and in man's apparel? Looks he as freshly as he 
did the dapr he wrestled ? 

Cel. It IS as ea^ to count afomies,^ as to resolve 
the propositions of a lover : — but take a taste of my 
finding him, and relish it with a good observance. 
I found him under a tree, like a dropp'd acorn. 

Ros. It may well be call'd Jove's tree, when it 
drops forth such fruit. 

Cel. Give me audience, good madam. 

Ras. Proceed. 

Cel. There lay he, stretch'd along, like a wounded 
knight. 

Kos, Though it be pity to see such a sight, it 
well becomes the ground. 

Cel Cry, holla i to thy tongue, I pr'ythee ; it 
curvets very unseasonably. He was fumish'd like 
a hunter. 

Ros. O (Momous ! he comes to kill my heart. 

Cd. I would sing my song without a burden : 
thou bring'st me out of tune. 

Ros. uo you not know I am a woman ? when I 
think, I must speak. Sweet, say on. 

Enter Orlando mu7 Jaques. 
Cd. You bring me out: — Soft! comes he not 
here ? 
Ros. Tis he ; slink by, and note him. 

[Celia and Rosalind reiirt. 

(1) How was he dressed ? 

(2) The giant of Rabelais. (3) Motes. 
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Jag. I thank you for your company ; but, good 
faith, I had as lief have been myself alone. 

Orl And so had I : but yet, for fashion's sake, I 
thank you too for your society. 

Jag. God be with you ; let's meet as little as we 
can. 

Orl I do desire we may be better strangers. 

Jag. I pray you, mar no more trees with writing 
love-songs in their barks. 

Orl. I pray you, mar no more of my verses with 
reading inem ill-favouredly. 

Jag. Rosalind is your love's name ? 

OrL Yea, just. 

Jao. I do not like her name. 

Orl. There was no thought of pleasing you, when 
she was christcn'd. 

Jag. What stature is she o{? 

Orl. Just as high as my heart 

Jag. You are full of pretty answers : Have you 
not been acquainted with goldsmiths' wives, and 
conn'd them out of rings ? 

Orl. Not so; but I answer you right painted 
cloth,! from whence you have studied your ques- 
tions. 

Jag. You have a nimble wit; I think it was 
made of Atalanta's heels. Will you sit down with 
me ? and we two will rail against our nListress the 
world, and all our misery. 

Orl. 1 will chide no breather :n the world, but 
myself; against whom I know most faults. 

Jag. The worst fault you have, is to be in love. 
^ Orl 'Tis a fault I will not change for your best 
virtue. I am weary of you. * 

Jag. By my troth, I was seeking for a fool, 
when I fo-'jnd you. 

OrL He is drown'd in the brook ; look but in, 
and you shall see him. 

(1) An allusion to the moral sentences on oJd 
tapestry hangings. 
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Jaq. There shall I sec mine own figure. 

On. Which I take to be either a fool, or a 
cypher. 

Jaq. I'll tarry no k>nger with you : farewell, 
good signior love. 

OrL I am glad of your departure ; adieu, good 
monsieur melancholy. 
[Exit Jaques. — Celia oni Rosalind come fonoard. 

Ros. I will speak to him like a saucy lacquey, 
and under that habit play the knave with him. — 
Do you hear, forester : 

Orl. Very well; What wouH you ? 

Ros. I pray you, what is't o'clock } 

Orl. You should ask me, what time o'day ; there's 
no clock in the forest 

Ros. Then there is no true lover in the forest ; 
else sighing every minute, and groaning every hour, 
would detect the lazy foot of time, as well as a clock. 

Orl. And why not the swift foot of time i had 
not that been as proper? 

Ros. By no means, sir ; Time travels in divers 
paces with divers persons : I'll tell you who time 
ambles withal, who time trots withal, who time 
gallops withal, and who he stands still withal. 

OrL I pry'thee, who doth he trot withal. 

Ros. Marry, he trots hard with a young maid, 
between the contract of her marriage, and the d.iy 
it is solemnized : if the interim be but a se'nnight, 
time's pace is so hard that it seems the length of 
seven years. 

OrC Who ambles time withal ^ 

Ros. With a priest that lacks Latin, and a rich 
man that hath not the gout : for the one sleeps ea- 
sily, because he cannot study ; and the other lives 
merrily, because he feels no pain : the one lacking 
the burden of lean and wasteful learning ; the 
other knowing no burden of heavy tedious penu- 
ry : These time ambles withal. 

Orl Who doth he gallop withal ? 

Bos. With a thief to the gallows: for though h« 
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go as 80% as foot can fall, he thinks himself too 
soon there. 

Orl. Who stays it still withal ? 

Ros. With lawyers in the Vacation : for they sleep 
between term and term, and then they perceive not 
how time moves. 

Orl. Where dwell you, pretty youth ? 

Ros. With this shepherdess, my sister ; here in 
the skirts of the forest, like frin«:e upon a petticoat. 

Orl. Are you native of this place ? 

Ros. As the coney, that you see dwell where 
she is kindled. 

Orl. Your accent is something finer than you 
could purchase in so remov'di a dwelling. 

Ros. I have been told so of many : but, indeed, 
an old religious uncle of mine taught me to speak, 
who was in his youth an in-land^ man ; one that 
knew courtship too well, for there he fell in love. 
I have heard him read many lectures against it ; 
and I thank God, I am not a woman, to be touched 
with so many giddy offences as he hath generally 
taxM their whole sex withal. 

Orl. Can you remember any of the principal 
evils, that he laid to the charge of women ? 

Ros. There were none principal ; they were all 
like one another, as half-pence are : every one fault 
seemin^^ monstrous, till his fellow fault came to 
match it 

Orl. I pr'ythee, recount some of them. 

Ros. No ; I will not cast away my physic, but 
on those that are sick. There is a man haunts the 
forest, that abuses our young plants with carving 
Rosalind on their barks ; han^s odes upon haw- 
thorns, and elegies on brambles; all, forsooth, 
deifying the name of Rosalind : if 1 could meet 
that fancy-monger, I would give him some good 
counsel, for he seems to have the quotidian of love 
upon him. 

(1) Sequestered. (2) Civilized- 
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Orl. lamhetfaatissolove-shaked; I pray you, 
tell me your remedy. 

Bm. There is none of my uncle's marks upon 
you : be taught me how to know a man in loFe ; in 
which cage of rushes, I am sure, you are not 
prisoner. 

Orl. What were his marks .^ 

Ito9. A lean cheek ; which you have not : a blue 
eye, and sunken; which you have not: an un- 
questionable spirit ;t which you have not : a beard 
neglected; which ^ou have not:— but I pardon 
you for that ; for, simply, your havingS in beard is 
a younpr brother's revenue :— Then your hose 
should be ungarter'd, your bonnet unhanded, your 
sleeve unbuttoned, your shoe untied, and ever)' 
thing about you demonstrating a careless desolation. 
But you are no such man ; you are rather points 
device' in your accoutrements; as loving yourself, 
than seeming the lover of any other. 

Orl. Fair youth, I would I could make thee be- 
lieve I love. 

Ros. Me believe it ? you may as soon make her 
that you love believe it; which, I warrant, she is 
apter to do, than to confess she does : that is one 
of the points in the which women still give the lie 
to their consciences. But, in good sooth, are you he 
that hangs the verses on the trees, wherein Rosa- 
lind is so admired ? 

OrL I swear to thee, youth, by the white hand 
of Rosalind, I am that he, that unfortunate he. 

iZrw. But are you so much in love as your rhymes 
speak? 

Orl. Neither rhyme nor reason can express how 
much. 

Ros. Love is merely a madness ; and, I tell you, 
deserves as well a dark house and a whip, as mad- 
men do : and the reason why they are not so pun- 



(1) A spirit averse to conversation. 
(3) Over-exact. 



(2)Estate. 
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ished and cured, is, that the lunacy is so ordinary, 
that the shippers are in love too : Yet I profess 
curing it by counsel. 

Orl. Did you ever cure any so f 

Roe, Yes, one ; and in this manner. He was tD 
nnagine me his love, his mistress ; and I set him 
every day to woo me: At which time would I, 
being but a moonish^ youth, grieve, be effeminate, 
changeable, longing, and likm^ ; proud, fantasti- 
cal, apish, shallow, mconstant, full of tears, full of 
smiles; for every passion something, and for no 
passion truly any thing, as boys and women are for 
the most part cattle (x this colour : would now Hke 
him, now loath him ; then entertain him, then for- 
swear him ; now weep for him, th%n spit at him ; 
that I drave my suitor from his mad humour of love, 
to a living humour of madness ; which was, to for- 
swear the full stream of the world, and to live in a 
nook merely monastic : And thus I cured him ; 
and this way will I take upon me to wash your 
liyer as clean as a sound sheep's heart, that there 
shall not be one spot of love in't. 

OrL I would not be cured, youth. 

Ros. I would ctire you, if you would but call 
me Rosalind, and come every day to my cote, and 
woo me. 

Orl Now, by the faith of my love, I will; tell 
me where it is. 

Ros, Go with me to it, and Pll show it you : and, 
by the way, you shall tell me where in the forest 
you live : Will you go ? 

Orl. With all my heart, good youth. 

Ros. Nay, you must call me luDsalind : — Come, 
sister, will you go ? [Exeunt 

SCEJ^E JIL— Enter Touchstone, and Audrey ; 
Jaques at a distance, observing then. 
Touch. Come apace, good Audrey ; I will fetch 

(1) Variable. 
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up jour goats, Audrey : And how, Aucbrey ? ami 
the man yet f Doth my sinople feature content yon ' 

Aud, Your features ! Lord warrant us .' what 
features ? 

Touch. I am here with thee and thy goats, as 
the most capricious^ poet, honest Ovid, was among 
the Goths. 

Ja(^. O knowledge ill-inhabited .'S worse than 
Jove m a thatched house ! [Aside, 

Touch, When a man*s verses cannot be under- 
stood, nor a man*s good wit seconded with the fcnr- 
ward child, understanding, it strikes a roan more 
dead than a great reckcmin^ in a little ro(Hn : — 
Truly, I would the gods hadmadc thee poetical. 

Avd. I do 4iot know what poetical is : Is it 
honest in deed, and word ? Is it a true thing? 

Touch. No, truly ; for the truest poetry is the 
most feigning ; and lovers are given to poetry ; and 
what they swear in poetry, may be said, as lovers, 
they do feign. 

Aud. Do you wish then, that the gods had made 
mepoetical ? 

Touch. I do, truly : for thou swear'st to me, thou 
art honest ; now, if thou wert a poet, I might have 
some hope thou didst feign. 

And. Would vou not nave me honest? 

Touch. No trufv, unless thou wert hard-favour'd : 
for honesty coupled to beauty, is tu have honey a 
sauce to sugar. 

Jaq. A mateiial fool ^ [Aside, 

Aud. Well, I am not fair ; and therefore I pray 
the e^ods make me honest .' 

Touch. Truly, and to cast away honesty upon 
a foul slut, were to put good meat into an unclean 
dish. 

Aud. I am not a slut, though I thank the gods I 
am fouL^ 

(1) Lascivious. (2) Ill-lodged. 

(3) A fool with matter in him. (4) Homely. 
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Touch, Well, praised be the gods for thy foul- 
ness ! sluttishness may come hereafter. But be it 
as it may be, I will marry tliee : and to that end I 
have been with sirOliver Mar-text, the vicar of the 
next village ; who hath promised to meet me in this 
place of the forest, and to couple us. 

Jaq. I would fain see this meeting. [Aside 

Aud. Well, the gods give us joy? 

Touch, Amen. A man may, if he were of a 
fearful heart, stagger in this attempt ; for here we 
have no temple but the wood, no assembly but 
horn-beasts. But what though.^ Courage! As 
horns are odious, they are necessary. It is said, — 
Many a man knows no end of his goods : right : 
many a man has good horns, and knows no end of 
them. Well, that is the dowry of his wife ; 'tis 

none of his own getting. — Horns ! Even so : 

Poor men alone ; No, no ; the noblest deer hath 

them as huge as the rascal. l Is the single man 
therefore blessed ? No : as a wall'd town is more 
worthier than a village, so is the forehead of a mar- 
ried man more honourable than the bare brow of a 
bachelor : and by how much defence2 is better than 
no skill, by so much is a horn more precious than 
to want. 

Enter Sir Oliver Mar^text 
Here c<»nes sir Oliver : — sir Oliver Mar-text, yob 
are well met : Will you despatch us here under this 
tree, or shall we go with you to your chapel ? 

iStr OU. Is there none here to give the woman ? 

T'ouch. I will not take her on gift of any man. 

iStr on. Trul V, she must be given, or the mai-- 
riage is not lawkil. 

Jaq. [Discovering himself.'] Proceed, proceed ; 
IMlcive her. 

Touch. Good even, good master What ye calVt 

(1) Lean deer are called rascal deer. 

(2) The art of fencing. 
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Hoir do you, sir ? You are very well met : God'ild 
you' foryour last compamr : I am very glad to see 
vou : — ^Evea a toy in hana bere, sir ; — ^Nay ; pray, 
be cover'd. 
Jaq. Will you be married, motley ? 
Tmch. As the ox hath bis bow,^ sir, the horse 
his curb, and the faulcon her bells, so man hath his 
desires; and as pigeons bill, so wedlock would be 
nibbling. 

Jaq. And will you, being a man of your breed- 
ing, be married under a bi^, like a beggar ? Get 
you to church, and have a good priest that can tell 
you what marriage is : this fellow will but jdn you 
together as they join wainscot ; then one of you 
will prove a shrunk pannel, and, likeg^reen timber, 
warp, warp. 

Touch, I am not in the mind but I were better 
to be married of him than of another : for he is not 
like to marry me well ; and not being well married, 
it will be a good excuse for me hereafter to leave 
my wife. [Aside. 

Jaq. Go thou wifli me, and let me counsel thee. 
Touch. Corne, sweet Audrey ; 
We must be married, or we must live in bawdry. 
Farewell, Rood master Oliver; 
Not— O sweet Oliver, 
O brave Oliver, 
Leave me not behi' thee ; 
But— Wind away. 
Begone, I say, 
I will not to wedding wi* thee. 

[Exe. Jaq. l^nch. and Audrey. 

Sir on. ^Hs no matter ; ne*er a fantastical knave 

of them all shall flout me<Mit of my calling. \Ex, 

SCEJ^E ir.—The same. Before a CoUage. 
JEnter Rosalind and Celia. 

Ros. Never talk to me, I will weep. 
(1) God reward you. (2) Yoke. 
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Cel. Do, I pr'ythee ; but yet have the grace to 
consider, that tears do not become a man. 

Ros. But have I not cause to weep ? 

Cel. As good cause as one would desire ; there- 
fore weep. 

Ros, His very hair is of the dissembh'ng colour. 

CeL Something browner than Judas's : marry, 
his kisses are Juaas*s own children. 

Ros, Ifailh, his hair is of a good colour. 

Cel. An excellent coIoot: your chesaot was 
ever the ool? colour. 

Ros. And his kissing is as full of sanctity as the 
toach of holy bread. 

CeL Hehathbon^ a pair of cast lips of Diana: 
a nun of winter's sisterhood kisses not more reli> 
giou^y ; the very ice of chastity is in them. 

Ros. But why did be swear he would come this 
morning, and comes not ? 

CeL Nay certainly, there is no truth in him. 

Ros, Do you think so.** 

Cel. Yes : I think he is not a pick-purse, nor a 
horsO'Stealer ; but for his veri^ in love, I do think 
him as concave as a coverM goblet, or a worm- 
eaten nut. 

Ros. Not true in love ^ 

Cd, Yes, when he is in ; but,! think he is not in. 

Ros. You have heard him swear downright, he 
was. 

Cel. Was is not is: besides, the oath of a lover 
is no stronger than the wf )rd of a tapster ; they are 
both the confirraers of false reckonii^ : He at- 
tends here in the forest on the duke your father. 

Ros. I met the duke yesterday, and had much 
question^ with him. He asked me, of what parent* 
age I was; I told him, of as good as be : so he 
laughM, and let me go. But what talk we of fathers, 
when there is such a man as Orlando f 

Cel. O, that's a brave man! he writes brave 

(1) Conversation. 
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verses, speaks brave words, swears brave oaths, 
and breaks them bravely, quite traverse, athwart 
the heart <^ his lover :' as a punv tilter, that spurs 
his horse but on oneside, breaks his stadf like a noble 
goose : but alPs brave, that youth mounts, and folly 
guides : — ^Who comes here ? 

Enter Conn. 

Cor. Mistress, and master, yoo have oft inquired 
After the sbefdiotl that complain*d of love ; 
Who you saw sitting bv roe on the turf, 
Praising the pi-oud disdainful shepherdess 
That was his mistress. 

del Well, and what of him ? 

Cor. If you will see a pageant truly played. 
Between the pale complexion of true love 
And the red glow of Acom and proud disdain. 
Go hence a little, and I shall conduct you. 
If you will mark it 

Km. O, come, let us remove ; 

The sight of lovers feedeth those in love : — 
Bring us unto this sight, and you shall say 
[*11 prove a busy actor in their play. {Extuni. 

SCEU^E v.— Another part of {he Fortst. En- 
ter Silvius and Riebe. 
SiL Sweet Phebe, do not scorn me; do not, 
Phebe: 
Say, that you love me not ; but say not so 
In bittemeos : The common executioner. 
Whose heart th^ accustom'd sight of death makes 

hard. 
Falls not the axe upon the humble neck. 
But first begs pardon; Will you sterner be 
Than he that dies and lives by bloody drops ? 
Enter Rosalind, Celia, and Corin, at a distance, 

Phe. I would not be thy executioner; 
I fly thee, for I would not injure thee. . 
Thou telPst me, there is murder in mine eye : 

(1) Mistress. 
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'Tis pretty, sure, and very probable. 
That eyes, — that are the frail'st and softest things, 
Who shut their coward gates on atomies,-!- 
Should be call'd tyrants, butchers, murderers ! 
Now I do frown on thee with all my heart ; 
And, if mine eyes can wound, now let them kill 

thee ; 
Now counterfeit to swoon ; why now fall down ; 
Or, if thou canst not, O, for shame, for shame, 
Lie not, to say mine eyes are murderers. 
Now show the wound mine eye hath made in thee : 
Scratch thee but with a pin, and there remains 
Some scar of it ; lean but upon a rush. 
The cicatrice and capable impressure 
Thy palm some moment keeps: but now mine eyes, 
"Which I have darted at thee, hurt thee not ; 
Nor, I am sure, there is no force in eyes 
That can do hurt. 

Sil. O dear Phebe, 

If ever (as that ever may be near,) 
You meet in some fresh cheek the power of fancy,' 
Then shall you know the wounds mvisible 
That love's keen arrows make. 

Phe. But, till that time. 

Come not thou near me : and, when that time comes, 
Afflict me with thy mocks, pity me not ; 
As, till that time, I shall not pity thee. 

Jios. And why, I pray you f [Advancing.] Who 
might be your mother. 
That you insult, exult, and all at once. 
Over the wretched ? What though you have more 

beauty, 
(As, by my faith, I see no more in you 
Than without candle may go dark to bed,) 
Must you be therefore proud and pitiless ? 
Why, what means this r Why do you look on me .' 
I see no more in you, than in the ordinary 
Of nature's sale-work : — Od's my little life ! 

(1) Love. 
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I think, she means to tangle my eyes too : — 
No, 'faith, proud mistress, hope not after it ; 
*Ti8 not your inky brows, your black-silk hair. 
Your bugle eye-balls, nor your che^sk of cream, 
That can entame ray spirits to your worship. — 
You foolish shepherd, wherefore do you follow her, 
Like foggy south, puffing with wind and rain ? 
You are a thousand times a properer man, 
Than she a woman : 'Tis such fools* as you, 
That make the world full of ill-favour'd children : 
'Tis not her glass, but you, that flatters her ; 
And out of you she sees herself more proper, 
Than any of her lineaments can show her. — 
But, mistress, know yourself; dowo on your knees. 
And thank heaven, fasting, for a good man's love : 
For I must tell you friendly in your ear, — 
Sell when you can ; you are not for all markets : 
Cry the man mercy ; love him ; take his offer ; 
Foul is most foul, being foul to be a scoffer. 
So take her to thiee, shepherd; — fare you well. 

Phe, Sweet youth, I pray you chide a year to- 
gether ; 
t had rather hear you chide, than this man woo. 

R(ts. He's fallen In love with her foulness, and 
ihe'll fall in love with my anger : If it be so, as 
fast as she answers thee with frowning looks, I'll 
•auce her with bitter words. — Why look you so 
upon me.' 

Phe. For no ill will T bear vou. 

Ro8. I pray you, do not fall in love with roe, 
For I am falser than vows made in wine : 
Besides, I like you not : If you will know my house, 
'Tis at the tuft of olives, here hard by : — 
Will you go, sister ? — Shepherd, ply her hard : — 
Come, sister: — Shepherdess, look on him better. 
And be not proud : though all the world could see. 
None could be so abus'd m sight as he. 
Come, to our flock. [Exe. Ros. Cel. and Cor. 

Phe. Dead shepherd! now I find thy saw of might ; 
Who ever lao^d, tJuii lov^d not at first sight ? 
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Sil Sweet Phebe,— 

Phe. Ha ! what 8ay'st thou, Silvius ? 

Sil. Sweet Phebe, pity me. 

Phe. Why, 1 am sorry for thee, gentle Silvius. 

Sil. Wherever sorrow is, relief would be ; 
If you do sorrow at my grief in love. 
By giving love, your sorrow and my grief 
' '^ere both extirmin'd. 

Phe. Thou hast my love ; Is not that neighbourly? 

SiL I would have you. 

Phe. Why, that were covetousnesfc 

Silvius, the time was, that 1 hated thee ; 
And yet it is not, that I bear thee love : 
But since that thou canst talk of love so well. 
Thy company, which erst was iricsome to me, 
I will endure ; and I'll employ thee too : 
But do not look for further recompense. 
Than thine own gladness that thou art employ 'd. 

Sil. So holy, and so perfect is my love. 
And I in such a poverty of grace, • 

That I shall think it a most plenteous crop 
To glean the broken ears after the man 
That the main harvest reaps : loose now and then 
A scattered smile, and that I'll live upon. 

Phe. Know'st thoa the youth that spoke to me 
ere while ? 

Sil. Not veiy well, but I have met him oft ; 
And he hath Iwught the cottage, and the bounds, 
That the old carlot* once was master of. 

Phe. Think not I lor« him, though I ask for him ; 
'Tis but a peevish^ boy : — ^vet he talks well ; — 
Bat what care I for words r vet words do well. 
When he that speaks them pleases those that hear. 
It is a pretty youth : — ^not ver^ pretty : — 
But, sure he's proud ; and yethis pride becomes him. 
He'll make a proper man : The best thing in him 
Is his complexion ; and fasler than his tongue, 
Did make ofieoce, his eye did heal it up. 

(1) Peasant. (2) Silly. 
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He is not tall ; yet for his years he^s tall : 
His leg is but so so ; and yet *tis well : 
There was a pretty redness in his lip ; 
•A little riper and more lusty red 
Than that mix'd in his cheek ; 'twas just the dif- 
ference 
Betwixt the constant red, and mingled damask. 
There be some women,Silvius, had ^ey mai-kMhim 
In parcels as I did, would have gone near 
To fall in love with him : but, for my part, 
I love him not, nor hate him not ; and yet 
I have more cause to hate him than to love him : 
For what had he to do to chide at me ? 
He said, mine eyes were black, and my hair black ; 
And, now I am remember'd, scom'd at me : 
I marvel, why I answer'd not again : 
But that*s all one ; omittance is no quittance. 
I'll write to him a very taunting letter, 
And thou shalt bear it ; Will thou, Silvius ? 

^il. Phebe, with all my heart. 

Phe. ril write it straight ; 

The matter's in my head, and in my heart : 
I will be bitter with him, and passing short : 
Go with me, Silvius. [ExetmL 



ACT IV. 

SCEJ^E L—The same. EnUr Rosalind, Celia, 
ami Jaques. 

Jaq. I pr'ythee, pretty youth, let me be better 
acquainted with thee. 

Hos. They say, you are a melancholy fellow. 

Jaq. I am 80 ; I do love it better than laughing. 

Ros. Those, that are.in extremity of either, are 
abominable fellows; and betray themselves to 
every modem censure, worse than drunkards. 

Jdq. Why, 'tis good to be sad and say nothing. 

Ros, Why then, 'tis good to be a post. 
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Jaq. I have neither the scholar^s melancholj^, 
which is emulation ; nor the musician^s, which is 
fentastical ; nor the courtier's, which is prond ; nor 
the soldier's, which is ambitious; nor the law^^er's, 
which is politic ; nor the lady's, which is nice ;^ 
nor the lover's, whi9h is all these : but it is a mel- 
ancholy of mine own, compounded of many sim- 
ples» extracted from many objects : and, indeed, 
the sundry contemplation of my travels, in which 
my often rumination wraps me, is a most humorous 
sadness. 

Ros. A traveller ! By my faith, you have great 
reascm to be sad : I fear, you have sold your own 
lands, to see other men's ; then, to have seen much, 
and to have nothing, is to have rich eyes and poor 
hands. 

Jaq. Yes, I have gained my experience. 

Enter Orlando. 

Bxis. And your experience makes you sad: I 
had rather have a fool to make me merrv, than ex- 
perience to make me sad ; and to travel for it too. 

Orl, Good day, and happiness, dear Rosalind ! 

Jaq. Nay, then, God be wi' you, an you talk in 
blank ver^e. [Exit. 

Ros. Farewell, monsieur traveller: Look, you 
lisp, and wear strange suits ; disable^ all the bene- 
fits of your own country ; be out of love with your 
nativity, and almost chide God for making you that 
countenance jou are ; or T will scarce think you 
have swam in a gondola. — ^Why, how now,Orlando! 
Where have you been all this while? You a lover?— 
An you serve me such another trick, never come 
in my sight more. 

OrL my fair Rosalind, I come within an hour of 
my promise. 

Jtos. Break an hour's promise in love ? He that 
will divide a minute into a thousand par'J, and 

(1) Trifling. (2) Undervalue 

yoL.Ti. 2 B 
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break bnt a part of the thousandth part of a minute 
in the afiairs of love, it may be said of him, that 
Cupid hath cUip*d him o* the shoulders but I war- 
rant him heart-whole. 

Orl. Pardon me, dear Rosalind. 

jRos. Nay, an you be so tardy, c(»ne no more in 
my sight ; I had as lief be woo*d of a snail. 

OrL Of a snail? 

Ros. Ay, of a snail ; for though he comes slowly, 
he carries lus house on his head ; a better jointure, 
I think, than you can make a woman : Besides, he 
brings his destiny with him. 

Otl. What's that? 

Hot. Why, hcxDS ; which such as you are fiun 
to be beholden to your wives foe: but he c<Mnes 
armed in his fortune, and prevents the slander of 
his wife. 

OrL Virtue is no horn-maker; and my Rosalind 
is virtuous. 

Ros. And I am your Rosalind. 

CeL It pleases him to call you so ; but he hath a 
Rosalind of a better leer* than you. 

Ros. Come, woo me, woo me ; for now I am in 
a holiday humour, and like enough to consent: — 
What would you say to me now, an I were your 
Terv veiT Rosalind? 

OrL I would kiss, before I spoke. 

Ros. Nay, you were better speak first; and 
when you were gravelled for lack of matter, you 
might take occasion to kiss. Very good orators, 
WMn they are out, thev will spit ; and for lovers, 
lacking (God warn us .') matter, the cleanliest shift 
is to kiss. 

OrL How if the kiss be denied ? 

Ros. Then she puts you to entreaty, and there 
b^ns new matter. 

OrL Who could be out, being before his beloved 
mistress? 

(1) Complexion. 
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Ros. Marnr, that should you, if I were your 
mistress ; or I should think my honesty ranker than 
my wit 

Orl. What, of my suit ? 

Ros. Not out of your apparel, and yet out of 
your suit. Am not 1 your Rosalind f 

Orl. I take some loy to say you are, because 1 
would be talking of her. 

Ros. Well, in her person, I say — I will not have 
you. 

Orl. Then, in mine own person, I die. 

Ros. No, faith, die by attorney. The poor world 
is almost six thousand years old, and in all this 
time there was not any man died in his own person, 
videlicetf in a love-cause. Troilus had his brains 
dashed out with a Grecian club ; yet he did what 
he could to die before ; and he is one of the pat- 
terns of love. Leander, he would have lived many 
a fair year, though Hero had turned nun, if it had 
not been for a hot midsummer night : for, good 

{routh, he went but forth to wash hmi in the Hel- 
espont, and, being taken with the cramp, was 
drowned ; and the foolish chroniclers of that age 
found it was — Hero of Sestos. But these are all 
lies ; men have died from time to time, and worms 
have eaten them, but not for love. 

OrL I would not have my right Rosalind of this 
mind ; for, I protest, her frown mi^^ht kill me. 

Ros. By this hand, it will not kill a fly. But 
come, now I will be your Rosalind in a more 
coming-on disposition ; and asb me what you will, 
I will grant it. 

Orl. Then lore me, Rosalind. 

Ros. Yes, faith will I, Fridays, and Saturdays, 
and all. 

OrL And wilt thou have me ? 

Ros. Ay, and twenty such. 

OrL What say'st thou? 

Ros, Are you not good ? 

OrL I hope so. 
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Ros. Why then, can one desire too much of m 
good thing ? — Come, sister, you shall be the priest, 
and marry us. — Give roe your hand, Orlando •— 
What do you say, sister f 

Orl. Pray thee, marry us. 

CeL I cannot say the words. 

Ros. You must bee^h, JVtU yw, Orlando^— 

CeL Go to : Will you, Orlando, have to wife 

this Rosalind ? 

Orl I will. 

Ros. Ay, but when? 

Orl. Why now ; as fast as she can marry us. 

Ros. Then you must say, — / take thee^Rosa' 
Und^for wife. 

Orl I take thee, Rosalind, for wife. 

Ros. I mieht ask vou for your commission ; but 
— I do take Siee, Orlando, for my husband : There 
a girl goes before the priest; and, certainly, a 
woman's thought runs before her actions. 

Ort So do all thoughts ; they are winged. 

Ros. Now tell me, how long you would have 
her, after you have possessed her. 

Orl. For ever, and a day. 

Ros. Say a day, without the ever : No, no, Or- 
lando ; men are April when they woo, December 
when they wed : maids are May when they are 
maids, but the skv changes when they are wives. 
I will be more jealous of thee than a Barbary cock- 
pigeon over his hen ; more clannorous than a parrot 
against rain; more new-fangled than an ap«; 
more giddy in my desires than a monkey ; I will 
weep for nothing, like Diana in the fountain, and 
I will do that when you are disposed to be merry ; 
I will laugh like a hyen, and that when thou art 
inclined to sleep. 

Orl But will my Rosalind do so ? 

Ros.' By my life, she will do as I do. 

Orl O, but she is wise. 

Ros. Or else she could not have the wit to do 
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this : the wiser, the waywarder : Make the doors' 
upon a woman's wit, and it will out at the case- 
ment ; shut that, and 'twill out at the key-hole ; 
stOD that, 'twill fly with the smoke out at the chimney. 

Orl. A man that had a wife with such a wit, he 
might say, — Wit, whither toilt ? 

Ros. Nay, you might keep that check for it, till 
Tou met your wife's wit going to your neighbour's 

Orl. And what wit could wit have to excuse 
that? 

Ros. Marry, to say, — she came to seek you there. 
You shall never take her wilho'it her answer, un- 
less you take her without her tongue. O, that 
woman tliat cannot make her fault her husb«ind't 
occasion, let her never nurse her child herself, foi 
she will breed it like a fooL 

Orl. For these two hours, Rosalind, I will leave 
thee. 

Ros. Alas, dear love, I cannot lack thee two 
hours. 

Orl. I must attend the duke at dinner ; by two 
o'clock I will be with thee again. 

Ros. Ay, go vour ways, go your ways ; — I knew 
what you would prove ; my friends told me as 
much, and I thought no less : — that flattering tongue 
of yours won me : — ^'tis but one cast away, and 
so,— come, death. — ^Two o'clock is your hour ? 

Orl. Ay, sweet Rosalind. 

Ros. Bv my troth, and in gpod earnest, and so 
God mend me, and' by all pretty oaths that are not 
dangerous, if you break one jot of your promise, 
or come one minute behind your hour, I will think 
you the most pathetical break-pi'omise, and the 
most hollow lover, and the most unworthy of her 
you call Rosalind, that may be chosen out of the 
gross band of the unfaithful : therefore beware my 
censure, and keep your promise. 

(1) Bar the doors. 
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OrL With no less religion, tiian if dioa wert in- 
deed my Rosalind : So, adiea. 

Ros. Well, time is the old justice that examines 
all sach ofi<enders, and let time try: Adieu ! 

[Exit Orlando. 

CeL You have simply misus'd our sex in yoof 
love-prate : we must have your doublet and hose 
plucked over your head* and show the world what 
the bird hath done to her own nest 

Ros. O CO*, coz, COB, my pretty littfe coi, that 
fhou didst know how many fath(xn deep I am in 
love! Bat it cannot be sounded; my affection hath 
nn unknown bottom, like the bay of Portugal. 

del. Or rather bottomless; that as &st as you 
itour affecticHi in, it runs out 

Ros. No, that same wicked bastard of Venus, 
that was begot of thought,' conceived of spleen, 
find bora of madness ; that blind rascally boy, that 
nbuses every one's eyes, because his own are out, 
let him be judge, how deep I am in love : — I'll 
lell thee, Aliena, I cannot be out of the sight of 
Orlando : I'll go find a shadow, and sigh till he 
come. 

ai. And 111 sleep. [Exeunt 

SCEJ^E IL— Another part of the Forest. Enter 
Jaques and Lords, tn the fuibit qf Foresters. 

Jag. Which is he that killed the deer ? 

1 Lord. Sir, it was I. 

Joj. Let's present him to the duke, like a Ro- 
man conqueror ; and it would do well to set the 
deer'H horns upon his head, for a branch of victory . 
—Have you no song, forester, for this purpose ? 

2 Lord. Yes, sir. 

Jag. Sing it ; 'tis no matter how it be in tune, 
so it make noise enough. 

(1) Melancholy. 
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SONG. 

1. What shall he haoBy thai hUTd the deer? 

2. His leather skm, and horns to wear, 

1. Then sing^ him home : 
Take thou no scorn, to wear the horn; ) j^jj* "*•* 
It was a crest ere thou wast bom ; \ ,V;* i.-lff 

1. Thy father's faiherworeitf »*^"''"***°- 

2. And thy father" bore it f 

All. The horn, the horn, the histy horn. 

Is not a thing to laugh to scorn. [Exeunt 



SCEJiE IlL- 



■The Forest. Enter 'RoaaXmdi and 

Celia. 



Ros. How say you now ? Is it not past two 
o^clock ? and here much Orlando ! 

Cel. I warrant vou, with pure love, and troubled 
brain, be liath ta*en his bow and arrows, and if 
gone forth — to sleep : Look, who comes here. 

Enler Silvius. 

SiL My errand is to you, fair youth ; — 
My gentle Phebe bid me give you this : 

\GiDing a letter. 
I know not the contents ; but, as I guess, 
By the stem brow, and waspish action 
Which she did use as she was writing of it. 
It bears an angry tenor : pardon me, 
I am but as a guiltless messenger. 

Ros. Patience herself would startle at this letter. 
And play the swaggerer ; bear this, bear all : 
She savs, I am not fair ; that I lack manners ; 
She calls me proud ; and, that she could not love me 
Were man as rare as phoenix ; Od^ my will ! 
Her love is not the hare that I do hunt : 
Why writes she so to me .?*— Well, shepherd, well, 
This is a letter of your own device. 
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Sil. No, I protest, I know not the contents ; 
Fhebe did write it 

Ro8, Come, ccxne, yon are a tool, 

And tuni*d into the extremi^ of love. 
I saw her band : she has a leathern hand, 
A freestone-coIourM hand ; I verilj did think 
That her old gloves were on, but *twaa her hands 
She has a huswife's hand : but that's no matter : 
I say, she never did invent this letter ; 
This is a man's invention, and his hand. 

Sil. Sure, it is hers. 

JRos. Why, 'tis a boisterous and cruel style, 
A style for challengers ; why, she defies me. 
Like Turk to Christian : woman's gentle brain 
Could not drop forth such giant rude inventkxi, 
Such Ethiop words, blacker in their effect 
Than in their countenance : — ^Will you hear the 
letter ? 

Sil. So please you, for I never heard it yet ; 
Yet heard too much of Phebe's cruelty. 

Ros. She Phebes me : Mark how the tyrant 
writes. 

Jlri thou god to shepherd iurrCd^ [Readik 
Thai a maiden^s heart hath burrCd? — 

Can a woman rail thus ? 
SiL Call you this railing } 

Ros. Why, thy godhead laid apart, 

Warr'^st tlwu with a toomari's heart ? 

Did you ever hear such railing ? 

While the eye qf man did tooo me, 
TVuU could do no vengeance^ to me.-^ 

Meaning me a beast — 

^ the scorn of your bright eynt? 
Have power to raise such love in mtne, 



(1) Mischief. 



(2) Eyes. 
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Alackj in me what strange effect 
Would they work in mila aspect ? 
Whiles you chid me, I did love ; 
How (hen might your prayers move ? 
He, that brings this love to thee. 
Little knows this love in me : 
And by him seal up thy mind; 
Whether thai thy youth and kind > 
WiU the faithful offer take 
Of me, and all that I can make / 
Or else by him my love deny, 
And then Pll study how to die. 

Sil Call you this chidini? ? 

CeL Alas, poor shepherd .' 

^04. Do you pity him ? no, he deserves no pity. 
— Wilt thou love such a woman ? — What, to make 
thee an instrument, and play false strains upon 
thee ! not to be endured ! — Well, go your way to 
her (for I see, love hath made thee a tame snake,) 
and say this to her : — That if she love me, I ciiarge 
her to love thee : if she will not, I will never have 
her, unless thou entreat for her. — If you be a true 
lover, hence, and not a word ; for here comes more 
company. [Exit Silvius. 

Enter Oliver. 

OH, Good-morrow, fair ones : Pray you, if you 
know 
Where, in the purlieus^ of this forest, stands 
A sheepcote, fenc'd about with olive-trees ? 

Cel. West of this place, down in the neighbour 
bottom. 
The rank of osiers, by the murmuring stream, 
Left on your right hand, brings you to the place : 
But at this hour the house dotn keep itself, 
There*8 ncme within. 

(1) Nature. (2) Environs of a forest 
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j OIL If that an eye may profit bj a tongue, 

; llien I should know you by description ; 

Such garments, and such years : The boy is Jiur, 
j Of female favour^ and bestows himself 

Like a ripe sister : but the tooman low, 
j And browner than her brother. Are not you 

The owner of the house 1 did inouire for ? 
Cel. It is no boast, being askM, to say, we are. 
Oli. Orlando doth commend him to you both ; 
And to that youth, he calls his Rottalind, 
He sends this bloody nspkin ;l Are you he? 
Ros. I am : What must we understand by this f 
Oli. Some of my shame ; if you will know of me 
! What man I am, and how, and why, and where 

I This handkerchief was stained. 

I Cel. I pray you, tell it 

I Oli. When last the young Orlando parted from 

He left a promise to return again 

Within an hour ; and, pacing through the forest, 

Chewing the food of sweet and bitter fancy, 

Lo, what befel ! he threw his eye aside. 

And, mark, what object did present itself! 

Under an oak, whose boughs were mossM with age. 

And high top bald with dry antiquity, 

A wretched ragged man, o^cigrown with hair, 

Lay sleeping on his back : about his neck 

A green and gilded snake had wreath'd itself. 

Who with her head, nimble in threats, approached 

The opening of his mouth ; but suddenly 

Seeing Orlando, it unlinkM itself, 

And with indented glides did slip away 

Into a bush : under which bush's shade 

A lioness, with udders all drawn dry. 

Lav couching, head on ground, with cat-like wa<ch 

When that the sleeping man sliould stir ; for *tis 

The royal disposition of that beast, 

To prey on nothing that doth seem as dead : 

(1) Handkerchief. 
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This seen, Orlando did approach the man, 
And found it was bis brotiier, his elder brother. 

Cel. O, I have heard him speak of that same 
brother; 
And he did renderi him the most unnatoral, 
That liv*d ^mongst men. 

OU. And well he might do so, 

For well I know he was unnatural. 

Ros. But, to Orlando ; — ^Did he leave him there, 
Food to the suckM and hungry lioness f 

OU. Twice did he turn his back, and purposM so : 
But kindness, nobler ever than revenge, 
And nature, stronger than his just occasion. 
Made him give battle to the lioness. 
Who quickly fell before him ; in which hurtling,2 
From miserable slumber I awaked. 

Cel. Arc you his brother ? 

Ros. Was it you he rescu*d? 

Cel. Wa8*t you that did so oft contrive to kill him ? 

OU. 'Twas I ; but 'tis not I : I do. not shame 
To tell you what I was, since my conversion 
So sweetly tastes, being the thing I am. 

JRos. But, for the bloody napkin ? — 

OU. By and by. 

When from the first to last, betwixt us two. 
Tears our recountments had most kindly bath*d, 

As, how I came into that desert place : »- 

In brief, he led me to the gentle duke. 

Who gave me fresh array, and entertainment, 

Committing me unto my brother's love ; 

Who led me instantly unto his cave, 

There stripp'd himself, and here upon his arm 

The lioness had torn some flesh away. 

Which all this while had bled ; and now he fainted. 

And cry'd, in fainting, upon Rosalind. 

Brief, I recover'd him : bound up his wound ; 

And, after some small space, being strong at heart, . 

He sent me hither, stranger as I am, 

(1) Describe. (2) ScuflSe. 
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To tell tiiis story, that you might excuse 
Hia broken promise, and to give this napkin, 
D)'*d in this bbod, uuto the shepherd vouth 
lliat he in sport doth call his Rosalind. 
Cel. Why, how now, Ganymede ? sweet Gany- 
mede ? [Roselmd Jainis. 

OIL Many will swoon when they do look on 
blood. 

Cel There is more in it : — Cousin— Ganymede ! 

OIL Lode, he recovers. 

Ros. I would I were at home. 

CeL We'll lead you tliither :— 
I pra^ you, will you take him by the arm ? 

Oh. Be of good cheer, youth : — ^You a man ?-^ 
You lack a man's heart. 

Roe. I do so, I confess it Ah, sir, a body would 
tiiink this was well counterfeited : I pray you tell 
Tour brother how well I counterfeited. — Heigh 
ho ! — 

OH. This* was not counterfeit ; there is too great 
testimony in your complexion, that it was a pas- 
sion of earnest 

Ros. Counterfeit, I assure you. 

OIL Well then, take a good heart, and counter- 
feit to be a man. 

Ros. So I do : but, i'faith I should have been a 
woman by" right. 

Cel. Come, you look paler and paler ; pray yon, 
draw homewards : — Good sir, go with us. 

OIL That will I, for I must bear answer back 
How you excuse my brother, Rosah'nd. 

Ros. I shall devise something : But, I pray you, 
commend my counterfeiting to him : — Will you go.^ 

[ExeunL 
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ACT V. 

SCEJV"E L—The same. Enter Tonchslone and 
Audrey. 

Touch. We shall find a time, Audrey ; patience, 
gentle Audrey. 

^ud. *Faitn, the priest was good enough, for all 
the old gentleman's saying. 

Touch. A most wicked sir Oliver, Audrey, a 
most vile Mar-text. But, Audrey, there is a youth 
here in the forest lays claim to you. 

Aud. Ay, I know who *tis, he hath no interest in 
me in the world : here cc»nes the man you mean. 

Enter William. 

Touch. It is meat and drink to me, to see a 
clown : By my troth, we that have good wits, have 
much to answer for ; we shall be flouting ; we can- 
not hold. 

Will. Good even, Audrey. 

Aud. God ye good even, William. 

JViU. And good even to you, sir. 

Touch, Good even, gentle friend: Cover thv 
head, cover thy head ; nay, pr'ythee, be covered. 
How old are you, friend ? 

Will. Five and twenty, sir. 

Touch. A ripe age ; Is thy name William.* 

Will. William, sir. 

Touch. A fair name : Wast bom i'the forest here ? 

Will. Ay, sir, I thank God. 

Touch. Thank God f — a good answer : Art rich ? 

Will 'Faith, sir, so, so, 

Twich. SOf soj is good, very good, very excellent 
good :— and yet it is not ; it is but so so. An thou 
wise? 

Will. Ay, sir, I have m pretty wit 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



388 AS YOU LIKE IT. Ad V. 

Touch. Why, thou say'st well. I do now remem- 
ber a saying ; The Jbol doth think he is wise, but 
the toise man knows himse{f to he a fool. The 
heathen philosopher, when he had a desire to eat a 
grape, would open his lips when he put it into his 
mouth ; meaning thereby, that grapes were madte 
to eat, and lips to open. You do love this maid ? 

WUl. I do, sir. 

Touch, Give me your hand : Art thou learned ^ 

WiU. No. sir. 

Touch. Then learn this of me ; To have, is to 
have: For it is a 6gure in rhetoric, that drink 
being poured out of a cup into a glass, by filling 
the one doth empty tiie other : For all your writers 
do consent, that ipse is he ; now you are not ipse, 
for I am he. 

WiU. Which he, sir? 

Touch. He, sir, that must marry this woman : 
Therefore, you clown, abandon, — which is in the 
vulgar, leave, — the society, which in the boorish 
is, company,— of this female, — ^which in the com- 
mon is, — woman, which together is, abandon the 
society of this female ; or, clown, thou perishest ; 
or, to thy better understanding, diest; to wit, I 
kill thee, make thee away, translate thy life into 
death, diy liber^ into bondage: I will deal in 
poison with thee, or in bastinado, or in steel ; I 
will bandy with thee in faction; I will o*er-run thee 
with policy ; I will kill thee a hundred and fiAy 
ways ; therefore tremble, and depart 

Aud. Do, good William. 

Will. God rest you merry, sir. [Exit. 

Enter Corm. 

Cor. Our master and mistress seek you ; come, 
mwar, awav. 

Touch. !rrip, Audrey, trip, Audrey;— I attend, 
I attend. [Exeunt. 
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SCEJ^E II.—The same. Enter Orlando and 
Oliver. 

Orl. IsU possible, that on so little acquaintance 

Jrou should like her ? that, but seeing, you should 
ove her? and, loving, woo? and, wooing, she 
should grant ? and will you persever to enjoy her ? 
on. Neither call the giddiness of it in question, 
the poverty of her, the small acquaintance, my sud- 
den wooing, nor her sudden consenting ; but say 
with me, I love Aliena; say with her^that she 
loves me ; consent with both, that we may enjoy 
each other : it shall be to your good ; for my fa- 
ther's house, and all the revenue that was old sir 
Rowland's, will I estate upon you, and here live and 
die a she^^erd. 

Enter Rosalind. 

Orl. You have my consent Let your wedding 
be to-morrow : thither will I invite the duke, and 
all his contented followers : Go you, and prepare 
Aliena ; for, look you, here comes my Rosalind. 

Ro8. God save vou, brother. 

Oli. And you, wir sister. 

Ros. O, my dear Orlando, how it grieves me to 
see thee wear thy heart in a scarf! 

Orl. It is my arm. 

Ros. I thought thy heart had been wounded with 
the claws of a lion. 

OrL. Wounded it is, but with the eyes of a lady. 

Ros. Did your brother tell you how I counter- 
feited to swoon, when he showed me your hand- 
kerchief? 

OrL Ay, and greater wonders than that. 

Ros. O, I know where you are: — Nay, 'tis true : 
there was never any tiling so sudden, but the fight 
of two rams, and Caesar's thrasonical brag of— 
/ camey »aw, and overcame: For roar brother and 
my sister no sooner met, but they looked; no soon- 
er looked, but they loved ; no sooner loved, but 
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thejr sighed ; no sooaer sighed, but they asked oae 
another the reason ; no sooner knew the reason, 
but thej sought the remedy : and in these degrees 
have they made a pair of stairs to marriage, which 
thev will climb incontinent, or else be incontinent 
before marriage: they are in the very wrath of 
love, and they will together; clubs cannot part 
them. 

Orl. They shall be married to-morrow ; and I 
will bid the duke to the nuptial. But, O, how bit- 
ter a thing it is to look into happiness through an- 
other man;s eyes ! By so much the more, shall I to- 
morrow be at the height of heart-heaviness, by how 
much I shall think my brother happy, in having 
what he wishes for. 

Rx>s. Why then, to-morrow I cannot serve your 
turn for Rosalind.^ 

Orl. I can live no longer by thinking. 

Ro$. I will weary you no longer th^ with idle 
talking. Know of me then (for now I 8p)eak to 
some purpose,) that I know you are a gentleman 
of good conceit : I speak not this, that you should 
bear a good opinion of my knowledge, insomuch, 
I say, I know you are ; neither do I labour for a 
creator esteem than may in some little measure 
draw a belief from you, to do yourself good, and 
not to grace me. Believe then, if you please, that 
I can do strange things : I have, since I was three 
years old, conversed with a magician, most pro- 
found in ttiis art, and yet not danmable. If you 
do love Rosalind so near the heart as your gesture 
cries it out, when your brother marries Aliena, shall 
you many her: I know into what straits of fortune 
she is driven ; and it is not impossible to me, if it 
appear not inconvenient to you, to set her before 
your eyes to-morrow, human as she is, and without 
any danger. 

Ort Speakest thou in sober meanings } 

Ro$. By my life, I do; which I tender dearly, 
though I say I am a magician : Therefore, put you 
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in your best array, bid' your friends ; for if y.Tu 
will be married to-morrow, you shall; and to 
Rosalind, if you will. 

Enter Silvius and Phebe. 

Look, here comes a lover of mine, and a lover of 
hers. 

PAe. Youth, you have done me much ungentle- 
ness, 
To show the letter that I writ to you. 

Ros. I care not, if I have : it is my study. 
To seem despiteful and ungentle to you : 
You are there followM by a faithful shepherd ; 
Look upon him, love him ; he worships you. 

Fhe. Good shepherd, tell this youth what 'tis to 
love. 

Sil. It is to be all made of sighs and tears ;— 
And so am I for Phebe. 

Phe. And I for Ganymede. 

Orl And I for Rosalind. 

Ros. And I for no woman. 

Sil. It is to be all made of faith and service ;— 
And so am I for Phebe. 

Phe. And I for Ganymede. 

Orl. And I for Rosalind. 

Ros, And I for no woman. 

SU. It is to be all made of phantasy, 
All made of passion, and all made of wishes ; 
All adoration, duty and observance. 
All humbleness, all patience, and impatience. 
All purity, all trial, all observance ; — 
And so am I for Phebe. 

Phe. And so am I for Ganymede. 

OrL And so am I for Rosalind. 

Ros. And so am I for no woman. 

Phe. If this be so, why blame you me to love you ? 
[To Rosalind 

SU. If this be so, why blame you me to love you • 
[To Phebe. 
0) Invite. 
TOL. II. 2 C 
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OrL If (bis be so, why blame }ou me to We 
you? 

Ros. Who do you speak to, Why blame you m$ 
to love you. ^ 

Orl. To her, that 13 not here, nor doth not hear. 

Ros. Pray you, no more of this ; 'tis like the 
howling of Irish wolves a^nst the moon. — I will 
help YOU, [To Silvius.] if I can :— I would love 
you, [To Phcbe.] if I could.— To-morrow meet me 
all together. — I will marry you, [To Phebe.] if ever 
I marry woman, and I'll be married to-morrow : — 
I will satisfy you, [To Orlando.] if ever I satisfied 
man, and you shall be marned to-morrow: — I 
will content you, [To Silvius.] if what pleases 
you contents you, and you shall be married to- 
morrow. — As you [To Orlando.] love Rosalind, 
meet; — ^as you [To Silvius.1 love Phebe, meet; 
And as I love no woman, 1*11 meet — So, fereyou 
well ; I have left you commands. 

Sil ril not fail, if I Uve. 

Phe. Nor I. 

Orl Nor I. [Em. 

SCEJ>rE IIL—Thesame. JSnter Touchstone oimI 
Audrey. 

Toucli. To-morrow is the joyful day, Audrey ; 
(o-morrow will we be marrieoL 

Aud. I do desire it with all my heart : and I 
hope it is no dishonest desire, to desire to be a 
woman of the world. > Here comes two of the 
banished duke's pages. 

Enler two Pages. 

1 Page, Well met, honest gentleman. 
Touch, By my troth, well met : Come, sit, ait, 
and a song. 

(1) A married woman. 
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2 Page. We are for vou : sit Tthe middle. 

1 Page. Shall we clap into't roundly, without 
hawking, or spitting, or saying we are hoarse; 
which are the only prologues to a bad voice f 

2 Page. lYaith, iTaith ; and both in a tune, like 
two gypsies on a horse. 



SONG. 



It was a hvcTf and his lass, 

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino, 
That o'er the green com-Jield did pass 

In the spring time, the only pretty rank tim$ 
When birds do sing, hey ding a ding, dmg; 
Sweet lovers love the spring. ' 



n. 



Between the acres of the rye. 

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino. 
These pretty country folks would lie. 

In spring time, &c. 

III. 

This carol they began that hour. 

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino^ 

How that a life was but ajlower 
In spring time, &c. 

IV. 

And therefore take the present time, 

With a hey, and a no, and a hey nonino ; 

For love is crotvned with the prime. 
In spring lime, &c. 
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Touch. Truly, young gentlemen, though there 
was no great matter in the ditty, yet the note was 
very untunable. 

1 Page. You are deceived, sir ; we kept time, 
we lost not our time. 

Touch. By my troth, yes ; I count it but time 
lost to hear such a foolisli song. God be with you ; 
and God mend }our \oiccsr Conoe, Audrey. 

[Exeunt. 

SCEJ^'E IF.^ Another part of the Forest. En- 
ter Duke senior, Amiens, Jaques, Orlando, Oli- 
ver, and Celia. 

Duke S. Dost thou believe, Orlando, that the boy 
Can do all this that he hath promised f 

Orl. I sometimes do believe, and sometimes do 
not; 
As those that fear they hope, and know they fear. 

Enter Rosalind, Silvius, and Fhebe. 

Ros. Patience once more, whiles oar comp&ct is 

urg'd: 

You sa^, if I brine in your Rosalind, [ To the Duke. 
You will bestow her on Orlando here f 
Duke S. That would 1, had I kingdoms to give 

with her. 
Ros. And you say, you will have her, when I 
bring her ? [ To Orlando. 

Orl. That would I, were I of all kingdoms king. 
Ros. You say, you'll marry me, if 1 be willing f 
[ToPhebe. 
Phe. That will I, should I die the hour after. 
Ros, But, if you do refuse to marry me, 
fouMl give prourself to this most faithful shepherd? 
P?u. So IS the bargam, 

Ros. You say, that you'll have Phebe, if she 
will.> [To Silvius. 
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SiL Though to have her and death were both 
one thing. 

Ros. I have promised to make all this matter 
even. 
Keep you your word, O duke, to give your daugh- 
ter; — 
You yours, Orlando, to receive his daughter : — 
Keep your word, Phebe, that you'll marry me ; 
Or else, refusing me, to wed this shepherd :— 
Keep your word, Silvius, that you'll marry her, 
If she refuse me: — and from hence I go, 
To make these doubts all even. 

[Exeunt Ros. and Cel. 

Duke S. Ida remember in this shepherd-boy 
Some lively touches of my daughter's favour. 

OrL My lordfthe first time that I ever saw him, 
Methought he was a brother to your daughter : 
But, my good lord, this boy is forest-boni ; 
And hath been tutor'd in the rudiments 
Of many desperate studies by his uncle, 
Whom he reports to be a great magician. 
Obscured in the circle of Uiis forest 

Enter Touchstone and Audrey. 

Jag. There is, sure, another flood toward, and 
these couples are coming to the ark ! Here comes 
a pair of very strange beasts, which in all tongues 
are called fools. 

Touch. Salutation and greeting to you all ! 

Jag. Good my lord, bid him welcome ; This is 
the motley-minded gentleman, that I have so often 
met in the forest : he hath been a courtier, h« 
swears. 

Touch. If any man doubt that, let him put me 
to my purgation. I have trod a measure ;l I have 
flattered a lady; I have been politic with my 
friend, smooth with mine enemy ; I have undone 

(1) A stately solemn dance. 
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three tailors; I have had four quarrels, and like to 
have fought one. 

Jaq. And how was that ta^en up ? 

Touch, *Faith, we met, and found the quarrel 
was upon the seventh cause. 

Jaq. How seventh cause ? — Good ray lord, like 
this fellow. 

Duke S. i like him very well. 

Touch, God 'ild you, sir ; I desire you of the 
like. I press in here, sir, amongst the rest of the 
country copulatives, to swear, and to forswear ; ac- 
cording as marriage binds, and blood breaks : — A 
poor virgin, sir, an ill-favoured thing, sir, but mine 
own ; a poor hiunour of mine, sir, to take that that 
no man else will : Rich honesty dwells like a miser, 
sir, in a poor house; as your pearl, in your foul 
oyster. 

Duke S. By my faith, he is very swift and sen- 
tentious. 

Touch. According to the fooPs bolt, sir, and 
such dulcet diwases. 

Jaq. But, for the seventh cause ; how did you 
find the quarrel on the seventh cause ? 

Touch. Upon a lie seven times removed ; — ^Bear 
your bodpr more seeming,! Audrey : — as thus, sir. 
I did dislike the cut of a certain courtier*s beard ; 
he sent me word, if I said his beard was not cut 
well, he was in the mind it was : This is called the 
retort courteous. If I sent him word a^in, it was 
not well cut, he would send me word, ne cut it to 
please himself: This is called the quip modest If 
again, it was not well cut, he disabled my judg- 
ment : This is called the replu churlish. If again, 
it was not well cut. he would answer, I spake not 
true : This is callea the r^roof valiant. U a^aio, 
it was not well cut, he would say, I lie : This is 
called the countercheck quarrelsome: and so to 
chc lie circumstantial^ ana the lie direct. 

(1) Seemly. 
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Jaq. And how oft did you say, his beard was not 
well cut? 

Touch. I durst go no further than the lie civ' 
cumsianUal, nor he durst not give me the lie 
direct / and so we measured swords, and parted. 

Jaq. Can you nommate in order now the degrees 
of the lie ? 

Touch. O sir, we quarrel In print, by the book ; 
as you have books for good manners : 1 will name 
you the degrees. The first, the retort courteous; 
the second, the quip modest ; the third, the reply 
churlish ; die fourth, the reproof valiant ; the fifth, 
the countercheck quarrelsome ; the sixth, the lie 
with circumstance ; the seventh, the lie direct. All 
these you may avoid, but the lie direct ; and you 
may avoid that too, with an (/! 1 knew when seven 
Justices could not take up a quarrel ; but when 
the parties were met themselves, one of them 
thought but of an t/J as, (/* you said 50, then 1 
said so ; and they shook hands, and swore brothers. 
Your if is the only peace-maker ; much virtue 
mif. 

Jaq. Is not this a rare fellovv^ my lord ? he's as 
good at any thing, and yet a fool. 

Duke S. He uses his folly like a stalking-horse, 
and under the presentation of that, he shoots his wit 

Enter Hymen, leading Rosalind in woman*s 
cioihes ; and Celia. Still music. 

Hym. Then is there mirth m heaven^ 
JVhen earthly things made even 

Atone together. 
Crood dtdcCy receive thy daughter. 
Hymen from heaven brought her, 

Yeti, brought her hitAer; 
Thai thou mighfstjoin her handwith his 
Whose heart within her bosom is. 
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Rat. To you I rive myself, for 1 am yours. 

[roDukeS 

To you I give myself, for I am yours. [To OrL 

ijukt S. If there be truth in sight, you are my 

daughter. 
OrL If there be truth in sight, you are my Rosa- 

lind. 
Phe. If sight and shape be true, 
Why then, — my love, aoieu ! 
Ros. V\\ have no father, if you be not he : — 

[To Duke S. 
1*11 have no husband, if you be not be : — 

[To Orlando. 
Nor ne*er wed woman, if you be not she. 

[roPhebe. 

Hym. Peace, ho ! I bar confusion : 
*Tis I must make conclusion 

Of these most strange events : 
Here*s eight that must take hands. 
To join in Hymen^s bands, 

If truth holds true contents.! 
Tou and you no cross shall part : 

[To Orlando and Rosalind. 
Vou and you are heart in heart : 

(To Oliver onrfCelia. 
You [To I%ebe.] to his love must accord. 
Or have a woman to your 1(hx1 : — 
You and you are sure together, 

[To Touchstone and Audrey. 
As the winter to foul weather. 
Whiles a wedlock4iymn we sing. 
Feed yourselves with questioning ; 
That reason wonder mav diminish, 
Aom thus we met, and these things finish. 

(1) Unless truth fails of veracity. 
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IVedding is great Juno^s crown ; 

O blessed bond of board and bed! 
*Tis Hymen peoples every town ; 

High wedlock then be honoured : 
Honour^ high honour and renown^ 
To Hymenj god of every town ! 

Duke S. Omy dear niece, welcome thou art to me; 
Even daughter, welcome in no less degree. 

Phe. I will not eat my word, now ihou art mine ; 
Thy faith my fancy to thee doth combine.i 

[roSilvius. 

Enter Jaques de Bois. 

Jag. de B. I-et me have audience for a word o» 
two; 
I am the second son of old sir Rowland, 
That bring these tidings to this fair assembly : — 
Duke Frederick, bearing how that every day 
Men of great worth resorted to this forest, 
Addi«8S*d a mighty power which were on foot, 
In his own conduct, purposely to take 
His brother here, and put him to the sword : 
And io the skirts of this wild wood he came; 
Where, meeting with an old religious man, 
After some question with him, was converted 
Both from his enterprize, and from the world : 
His crown bequeathing to his banish*d brother. 
And all their lands restored to them again 
That were with him exll*d : This to be true, 
I do engage my life. 

Duke S. Welcome, young man ; 

Thou ofTer'st fairly to thy brothers* wedding : 

(1) Bin 1. 
Vol. 11. 2 D 
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To one, bis lands withheld ; and to (he other, 

A land itself at large, a potent dukedom. 

First, in this forest, let us do those ends 

That here were well begun, and well begot : 

And after, every of this happy number. 

That have endur'd shrewd days and niehts with us, 

Shall share the good of our returned fortune, 

According to the measure of their states. 

Meantime, forget this new-falPn dignity, 

And fall into our rustic revelry : — 

Play, music ; — and you brides and bridegroom:? all, 

With measure heapM in joy, to the measures fail. 

Jaq. Sir, by your patience; If I heard you rightly. 
The duke hath put on a religious life. 
And thrown into neglect the pompous court ? 
Jaq. de B. He hath. 

Jaq. To him will I : out of these convertites 
There is much matter to be heard and leamM. — 
You to your former honour I bequeath ; 

[To Duke S. 
Your patience, and your virtue, well deserves it : — 
You [To Orlando.] to a love, that your true faith 

doth merit : — 
You \To Oliver.] to your land, and love, and great 

allies : — 
You \To Silvius.] to a long and well-deserved 

bed: — 
And you [To Touchstone.] to wrangling; for thy 

loving voyage 
Is but for two months victuaPd : — So to your plea- 
sures; 
I am for other than for dancing measures. 
Ihike S. Stay, Jaques, stay. 
Jaq. To see no pastime, I : — ^what you would 
have I'll stay to know at your abandcm^d cave. 

[Exit. 
DuhiS, Proceed, proceed : we will begin these 
rites, 
And we do trust theyMl end in tme delights. 

[Jl acnce. 
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EPILOGUE. 

RoiS. It is not the fashion to see the lady the epi- 
logue : but it is no more unhandsome, than to see 
the lord the prologue. If it be true, thatg-oorfwtn^ 
needs no bush, 'lis true, that a good play needs no 
epil(^ue: Yet to good wine they do use good 
bushes ; and good plays prove the better by the 
help of good epilogues. What a case am I in then, 
that am neither a good epilogue, nor cannot insin- 
uate with you in the behalf of a good play ? 1 am 
not fumisbedl like a beggar, therefore to beg will 
not become me : my way is, to conjure you ; and 
ril begin with the women. I charge you, O women, 
for the love you Dear to men, to like as much of 
this play as please them : and so I chaige you, O 
men, for the love you bear to women (as I per- 
ceive by your simpering, none of you hate them,) 
that between you and the women, the play may 
please If I were a woman, 1 would kiss as many 
of you as had beards that pleased me, complexions 
that liked me,3 and breaths that I defied not : and, 
I am sure, as many as have good beards, or good 
(aces, or sweet breaths, will, for my kind offer, 
when I make curt'sy, bid me farewell. [ExeuiU. 

(1) Drewed. (2) That I liked. 
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Of (his play tlie fable is wild and pleasing'. 1 
know not how the ladies will approve the fecilitjr 
with which both Rosalind and Celia gplve awaj 
their hearts. To Celia much may be forgiven, for 
the heroism of her friendship. The character of 
Jaques is natural and well preserved. The comic 
dialogue, is very spri^tljr, with less mixture of low 
buffoonery than in some other plays ; and the graver 
part is eleeant and hannonious. By hastening to 
the end of this work, Shakspeare suppressed the 
dialogue between the usurper and the hermit, and 
lost an opportunity of exhibiting a moral lesson, in 
which he might have found matter worthy of his 
highest powers. 

JOHNSON. 
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